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PREFACE. 



The central incident of this novel is that most 
extraordinary of all punishments known to 
English criminal law, the peine forte et dure. 
The story is not, however, in any sense historical. 
A sketchy background of stirring history is in- 
troduced solely in order to heighten the per- 
sonal danger of a brave man. The interest is 
domestic, and, perhaps, in some degree psycho- 
logical. Around a pathetic piece of old juris- 
prudence I have gathered a mass of Cumbrian 
folk-lore and folk-talk with which I have been 
familiar from earliest youth. To smelt and 
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mould the chaotic memories into an organism 
such as may serve, among other uses, to give a 
view of Cumberland life in little, has been the 
work of one year. 

The story, which is now first presented as a 
whole, has already had a career in the news- 
papers, and the interest it excited in those 
quarters has come upon me as a surprise. I 
was hardly prepared to find that my plain 
russet- coated dalesmen were in touch with 
popular sympathy ; but they have made me 
many friends. To me they are very dear, for 
I have lived their life. It is with no affected 
regret that I am now parting with these com- 
panions to make way for a group of younger 
comrades. 

There is one thing to say which will make 
it worth while to trouble the reader with this 
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preface. A small portion of the dialogue is 
written in a much modified form of the Cum- 
brian dialect. There are four variations of 
dialect in Cumberland, and perhaps the dialect 
spoken on the west coast differs more from the 

« 

dialect spoken in the Thirlmere Valley than 
the latter differs from the dialect spoken in 
North Lancashire. The patois problem is not 
the least serious of the many difficulties the 
novelist encounters. I have chosen to give 
a broad outline of Cumbrian dialect, such as 
bears no more exact relation to the actual 
speech than a sketch bears to a finished picture. 
It is right as far as it goes. 

A word as to the background of history. I 
shall look for the sympathy of the artist and 
the forgiveness of the historian in making two 
or three trifling legal anachronisms that do not 
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interfere with the interest of the narrative. 
The year of the story is given, but the aim 
has been to reflect in these pages the black 
cloud of the whole period of the Eestoration as 
it hung over England's remotest sohtudes. In 
my rude sketch of the beginnings of the Quaker 
movement I must disclaim any intention of de- 
picting the precise manners or indicating the 

exact doctrinal beliefs of the revivalists. If, 
however, I have described the Quakers as sing- 
ing and praying with the fervour of the Metho- 
dists, it must not be forgotten that Quietism was 
no salient part of the Quakerism of Fox ; and 
if I have hinted at Calvinism, it must be re- 
membered that the ' dividing of God's heritage ' 
was one of the causes of the first schism in the 
Quaker society. H. C. 

New Cottrt, Lincoin's Inn. 
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CHAPTEE I. 

THE CITY OF WYTHBURX. 

Tar-ry woo', tar-ry woo', 

Tar-ry woo' is ill to spin : 
Card it weel, card it weel, 

Card it weel ere you begin. — Old Ballad. 

The city of Wythburn stood in a narrow valley 
at the foot of Lauvellen, and at the head of 
Bracken Water. It was a little but populous 
village, inhabited chiefly by sheep farmers, 
whose flocks grazed on the neighbouring hills. 
It contained rather less than a hundred houses, 
all deep thatched and thick-walled. To the 
north lay the mere, a long and irregular water, 

VOL. L B 
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which was belted across the middle by an old 
Eoraan bridge of boulders. A bare pack-horse 
road wound its way on the west, and stretched 
out of sight to the north and to the south. On 
this road, about half a mile within the south- 
ernmost extremity of Bracken Water, two 
hillocks met, leaving a natural opening between 
them and a path that went up to where the 
city stood. The dalesmen called the cleft 
between the hillocks the city gates ; but why 
the gates and why the city none could rightly • 
say. Folks had always given them these 
nameS' The wiser heads shook gravely as 
they told you that city should be sarnty, mean- 
ing the house by the causeway. The historians 
of the plain could say no more. 

They were rude sons and daughters of the , 
hills who inhabited this mountain home two 
centuries ago. The country around them was 
alive with ghostly legend. They had seen the 
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lights dance across Deer Garth Ghyll, and had 
heard the wail that came from Clark's Loup. 
They were not above trembling at the mention 
of these mysteries when the moon was flying 
across a darksome sky, when the wind moaned 
about the house, and they were gathered 
around the ingle nook. They had few channels 
of communication with the great world with- 
out. The pack-horse pedlar was their swiftest 
newsman ; the pedlar on foot was their weekly 
budget. Five miles along the pack-horse road 
to the. north stood their market town of Gas- 
karth, where they took their wool or the cloth 
they had woven from it. From the top of 
Lauvellen they could see the white sails of the 
ships that floated down the broad Solway. 
These were all but their only glimpses of the 
world beyond their mountains. It was a mys- 
terious and fearsome world. 

There was, however, one link that con- 

b2 
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nected the people of Wythbum with the world 
outside. To the north of the city and the 
mere there lived a family of sheep farmers who 
were known as the Eays of Shoulthwaite Moss. 
The family consisted of husband and wife and 
two sons. The head of the house, Angus Eay, 
came to the district early in life from the 
extreme Cumbrian border. He was hardly 
less than a giant in stature. He had limbs of 
great length, and muscles like the gnarled 
heads of a beech. Upon settling at Wythburn 
he speedily acquired property of various kinds, 
and in the course of a few years he was the 
largest owner of sheep on the country side. 
Certainly, fortune favoured Angus Kay, and 
not least noticeably when in due course he 
looked about him for a wife. 

Mary Eay did not seem to have many 
qualities in common with her husband. She 
had neither the strength of hmb nor the agile 
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grace of "the mountaineer. This was partly the 
result of the conditions under which her girl- 
hood had been spent. She was the only child 
of a dalesman, who had so far accumulated 
estate in land as to be known in the vernacular 
as a statesman. Her mother had died at her 
birth, and before she had attained to young 
womanhood her father, who had married late 
in life, was feeble and unfit for labour. His 
hand was too nervous, his eye too uncertain, 
his breath too short for the constant risks of 
mountaineering ; so he put away all further 
thought of adding store to store, and settled 
himself peaceably in his cottage under Cas- 
tenand, content with the occasional pleasures 
afforded by his fiddle, an instrument upon 
which he had from his youth upward shown 
some skill. In this quiet hfe his daughter was 
his sole companion. 

There was no sight in Wythburn more 
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touching than to see this girl solacing her 
father's declining years, meeting his wishes 
with anticipatory devices, pampering him in 
his whims, soothing him in the imaginary 
sorrows sometimes incident to age, even in- 
dulging him with a sort of pathetic humour 
in his frequent hallucinations. To do this she 
had to put by a good many felicities dear to 
her age and condition, but there was no ap- 
parent consciousness of self-sacrifice. She had 
many lovers, for in these early years she was 
beautiful; and she had yet more suitors, for 
she was accounted rich. But neither flattery 
nor the fervour of genuine passion seemed to 
touch her, and those who sought her under the 
transparent guise of seeking her father usually 
went away as they came. She had a smile and 
the cheeriest word of welcome for all ahke, 
and so the young dalesmen who wooed her 
from the ignobler motive came to think her 
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a little of a coquette, while those who wooed 
her from the purer impulse despaired of ruffling 
with the gentlest gales of love the still atmo- 
sphere of her heart. 

One day suddenly, however, the old states- 
man died, and his fiddle was heard no more 
across the valley in the quiet of the evening, 
but was left untouched for the dust to gather 
on it where he himself had hung it on the nail 
in the kitchen under his hat. Then when life 
seemed to the forlorn girl a wide blank, a 
world without a sun in it, Angus Eay went 
over for the first time as a suitor to the cottage 
under Castenand, and put his hand in hers and 
looked calmly into her eyes. He told her that a 
girl could not live long an unfriended hfe like 
hers — that she should not if she could ; she 
could not if she would — would she not come to 
him? 

It was the force of the magnet to the 
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teel. With swimming eyes she looked up into 
his strong face, tender now with a tremor never 
before seen there ; and as he drew her gently 
towards him her ghstening tears fell hot and 
fast over her brightening and now radiant face, 
and, as though to hide them from him, she laid 
her head on his breast. This was all the 
wooing of Angus Eay. 

They had two sons, and of these the 
younger more nearly resembled his mother. 
Willy Eay had not merely his mother's 
features ; he had her disposition also. He had 
the rounded neck and lissom limbs of a woman ; 
he had a woman's complexion, and the light of 
a woman's look in his soft blue eyes. When 
the years gave a thin curly beard to his cheek 
they took nothing from its delicate comeliness* 
It was as if nature had down to the last 
moment meant Willy for a girl. He had been 
an apt scholar at school, and was one of the 
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few persons in Wythbum having claims to 
education. 

Willy's elder brother, Ealph, more nearly 
resembled his father. He had his father's 
stature and strength of limb, but some of his 
mother's qualities had also been inherited by 
him. In manner he was neither so austere 
and taciturn as his father, nor so gentle and 
amiable as his mother. He was by no means 
a scholar, and only the strong hand of his 
father had kept him as a boy in fear of the 
penalties incurred by the truant. Courage and 
resolution were his distinguishing character- 
istics. 

On one occasion, when rambling over the 
fells with a company of schoolfellows, a poor 
blind lamb ran bleating past them, a black 
cloud of ravens, crows, and owl-eagles flying 
about it. The merciless birds had fallen upon 
the innocent creature as it lay sleeping under 
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the shadow of a tree, had picked at its eyes 
and fed on them, and now, as th^ blood trickled 
in red beads down its nose, they croaked and 
cried and screamed to drive it to the edge of a 
precipice and then over to its death in the gulf 
beneath — there to feast on its carcase. It was 
no easy thing to fend off the cruel birds when 
in sight of their prey, but, running and captur- 
ing the poor lamb, Ealph snatched it up in his 
arms at the peril of his own eyes, and swung a 
staff about his head to beat off the birds as they 
darted and plunged and shrieked about him. 

It was natural that a boy like this should 
develop into the finest shepherd on the hills. 
Ealph knew every path on the mountains, every 
shelter the sheep sought from wind and rain, 
every haunt of the fox. At the shearing, at the 
washing, at the marking, his hand was among * 
the best ; and when the flocks had to be 
numbered as they rushed in thousands through 
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the gate, he could count them, not by ones and 

twos, but by fours and sixes. At the shearing 

feasts he was not above the pleasures of the 

country dance, the Ledder-te-spetch, as it was 

called, with its one, two, three — heel and toe — 

cut and shuffle. And his strong voice, that was 

answered oftenest by the echo of the mountain 

cavern, was sometimes heard to troll out a 

snatch of a song at the village inn. But Ealph, 

though having an inclination to convivial 

pleasures, was naturally of a serious, even of a 

solemn temperament. He was a rude son of a 

rude country — rude of hand, often rude of 

tongue, untutored in the graces that give beauty 

to life. 

By the time that Ealph had attained to the 
full matiu*ity of his manhood, the struggles of 
I^ing and Parliament were at their height. The 
rumour of these struggles was long in reaching 
the city of Wythburn, and longer in being dis- 
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cussed and understood there ; but, to every- 
body's surprise, young EaJph Eay announced 
his intention of forthwith joining the Parlia- 
mentarian forces. The extraordinary proposal 
seemed incredible ; but Ealph's mind was made 
up. His father said nothing about his son's 
intentions, good or bad. The lad was of age ; 
he might think for himself. In his secret 
heart Angus liked the lad's courage. Ealph 
was 'nane o' yer feckless fowk.' Ealph 's 
mother was sorely troubled ; but just as she had 
yielded to his father's will in the days that were 
long gone by, so she yielded now to his. The 
intervening years had brought an added gentle- 
ness to her character ; they had made mellower 
her dear face, now ruddy and round, though 
wrinkled. Folks said she had looked happier 
and happier, and had talked less and less, ^s 
the time wore on. It had become a saying in 
Wythburn that the dame of Shoulthwaite Moss 
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was never seen without a smile, and never 
heard to say more than ' God bless you ! ' The 
tears filled her eyes when her son came to kiss 
her on the morning when he left her home 
for the first time, but she wiped them away 
with her housewife's apron, and dismissed him 
with her accustomed blessing. 

Ralph Eay joined Cromwell's army against 
the second Charles at Dunbar, in 1650. Between 
two and three years afterwards he returned to 
Wythburn city and resumed his old life on the 
fells. There was little more for the train-bands 
to do. Charles had fl^d, peace was restored, 
the Long ' Parliament was dissolved, Cromwell 
was Lord Protector. Outwardly the young 
Roundhead was not altered by the campaign. 
He had passed through it unscathed. He was 
somewhat graver in manner ; there seemed to 
be a little less warmth and spontaneity in his 
greeting ; his voice had lost one or two of its 
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cheerier notes ; his laughter was less hearty and 
more easily controlled. Perhaps this only meant 
that the world was doing its work with him. 
Otherwise he was the same man. 

When Ealph returned to Wythbum he 
brought with him a companion much older than 
himself, who forthwith became an inmate of 
his father's home, taking part as a servant in 
the ordinary occupations of the male members 
of the household. This man had altogether a 
suspicious and sinister aspect which his manners 
did nothing to belie. His name was James 
Wilson, and he was undoubtedly a Scot, though 
he had neither the physical nor the moral 
characteristics of his race. His eyes were small, 
quick, and watchful, beneath heavy and jagged 
brows. He was slight of figure and low of 
stature, and limped on one leg. He spoke in a 
thin voice, half laugh, halfwhimper, and hardly 
ever looked into the face of the person with 
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whom he was conversiDg. There was an air of 
mystery about him which the inmates of the 
house on the Moss did nothing to dissipate. 
Ralph offered no explanation to the gossips of 
Wythburn of Wilson's identity and belongings ; 
indeed, as time wore on, it could be observed 
that he showed some uneasiness when questioned 
about the man. 

At first Wilson contrived to ingratiate him- 
self into a good deal of favour among the dales- 
people. There was then an insinuating smooth- 
ness in his speech, a flattering, almost fawning 
glibness of tongue, which the simple folks knew* 
no art to withstand. He seemed abundantly 
grateful for some unexplained benefits received 
from Ealph. 'Atweel,' Wilson would say, 
with his eyes on the ground, ' Atweel, I lo'e the 
braw chiel as 'twere my ain guid billie.' 

Ealph paid no heed to the brotherly pro- 
testations of his admirer, and exchanged only 
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such words with him as their occupations re- 
quired. Old Angus, however, was not so pas- 
sive an observer of his new and unlooked-for 
housemate. ' He's a good for nought sort of a 
fellow, slenken frae place to place wi' nowt but 
a sark to his back,' Angus would say to his 
wife. Mr. Wilson's physical imperfections were 
an offence in the dalesman's eyes : ' He's as 
widderful in his wizzent old skin as his own 
grandfather.' Angus was not less severe on 
Wilson's sly smoothness of manner : ' Yon 
sneaking old knave,' he would say, ' is as slape 
as an eel in the beck ; he'd wammel him- 
self inte crookedest rabbit hole on the fell.' 
Probably Angus entertained some of the anti- 
pathy to Scotchmen which was peculiar to his 
age : ' I'll swear he's a taistrel,' he said one day ; 
' I dare not trust him with a mess of poddish 
until I'd had the first sup.' 

In spite of this determined disbelief on the 
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part of the head of the family, old Wilson re- 
mained for a long time a member of the house- 
hold at Shoulthwaite Moss, following his occu- 
pations with constancy, and always obsequious 
in the acknowledgment of his obligations. It 
was observed that he manifested a peculiar 
eagerness when through any stray channel 
intelligence was received in the valley of the 
sayings and doings in the world outside. 
Nothing was thought of this until one day the 
passing pedlar brought the starthng news that 
the Lord Protector was dead. The family were 
at breakfast in the kitchen of the old house 
when this tardy representative of the herald 
Mercury arrived, and, in reply to the cus- 
tomary inquiry as to the news he carried, 
announced the aforesaid fact. Wilson was 

« 

ahve to its significance with a curious wake- 
fulness. 

' It's braw tidings ye bring the day, man,' 

VOL. I. c 
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he stammered with evident concern, and with 
an effort to hide his nervousness. 

' Yes, the old man's dead,' said the pedlar, 
with an air of consequence commensurate with 
his message; 'I reckon,' he added, 'Oliver's 
son Eichard will be Protector now.' 

' A sairy carle — that same Eichard,' 
answered Wilson ; ' I wot th' young Charles ul 
soon come by his ain, and then ilka ane amang 
us 'ul see a bonnie war-day. We've playt at 
shinty lang eneugh. Braw news, man — braw 
news that the corbie's deid.' 

Wilson had never before been heard to say 
so much or to speak so vehemently. He got up 
from the table in his nervousness, and walked 
aimlessly across the floor. 

' Why are you poapan about,' asked Angus, 
in amazement ; ' snowkin like a pig at a sow ? ' 

At this the sinister light in Wilson's eyes 
that had been held in check hitherto seemed at 
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once to flash out, and he turned hotly upon his 
master, as though to retort sneer for sneer. 
But, checking himself, he took up his bonnet 
and made for the door. 

' Don't look at me hke that,' Angus called 
after him, ' or, maybe I'll clash the door in thy 
face.' 

Wilson had gone by this time, and turning 
to his sons, Angus continued— 

' Did you see how the waistrel snirpt up his 
nose when the pedlar said Cromwell was dead ? ' 

It was obvious that something more was 
soon to be made known relative to their farm 
servant. The pedlar had no difficulty in coming 
to the conclusion that Wilson was some secret 
spy* some disguised enemy of the common- 
wealth, and perhaps some Fifth Monarchy man, 
and a rank Papist to boot. Mrs. Eay's serene 
face was unruffled ; she was sure the poor man 
meant no harm. Ralph was silent, as usual, 

c 2 
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but he looked troubled, and getting up from 
the table soon afterwards he followed the man 
whom he had brought under his father's roof, 
and who seemed likely to cause dissension there. 

Not long after this eventful morning, Ealph 
overheard his father and Wilson in hot dispute 
at the other side of a hedge. He could learn 
nothing of a definite natiu:e. Angus was at the 
full pitch of indignation. Wilson, he said, had 
threatened him ; or, at least, his own flesh and 
blood. He had told the man never to come 
near Shoulthwaite Moss again. 

' An' he does,' said the dalesman, his eyes 
aflame, * I'll toitle him into the beck till he's as 
wankle as a wet sack.' He was not so old but 
that he could have kept his w^ord. His great 
frame seemed closer knit at sixty than it had 
been at thirty. His face, with its long, square, 
grey beard, looked severer than ever under 
his cloth hood. Wilson returned no more, 
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and the promise of a drenching was never 
fulfilled. 

The ungainly httle Scot did not leave the 
Wythburn district. He pitched his tent with 
the village tailor in a little house at Fornside, 
close by the Moss. The tailor himself, Simeon 
Stagg, was kept pitiably poor in that country, 
when one sack-coat of homespun cloth lasted a 
shepherd half a lifetime. He would have lived 
a solitary as well as a miserable Kfe but for his 
daughter Eotha, a girl of nineteen, who kept 
his httle home together and shared his poverty 
when she might have enjoyed the comforts of 
easier homes elsewhere. 

'Your father is nothing but an ache and 
a stound to you, lass,' Sim would say, in a 
whimper. * It'll be well for you, Eotha, when 
you give me my last top-sark and take me to 
the kirkyard yonder,' the little man would 
snuffle audibly. 
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^ Hush, father/ the girl would say, putting 
the palm of her hand playfully over his mouth. 
' You'll be sonsie-looking yet.' 

Sim was heavily in debt, and this preyed 
on his mind. He had always been a gruesome 
body, sustaining none of the traditions of his 
craft for perky gossip. Hence he was no 
favourite in Wythburn, where few or none 
visited him. Latterly Sim's troubles seemed to 
drive him from his home for long walks in the 
night. While the daylight lasted his work 
gave occupation to his mind, but when the 
darkness came on he had no escape from haunt- 
ing thoughts, and roamed about the lanes in 
an effort to banish them. It was to this man's 
home that Wilson turned when he was shut 
out of Shoulthwaite JVIoss. Naturally enough, 
the sinister Scot was a welcome if not an agree- 
able guest when he came as lodger, with money 
to pay, where poverty itself seemed host. 
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Old Wilson had not chosen the tailor's 
house as his home on account of any comforts 
it might be expected to afford him. He had 
his own reasons for not quitting Wythburn 
after he had received his very unequivocal 
' sneck posset.' ' Better a wee bush,' he would 
sky, 'than na bield.' Shelter, certainly, the 
tailor's home afforded him; and that was all 
that he required for the present. Wilson had 
not been long in the tailor's cottage before Sim 
seemed to grow uneasy under a fresh anxiety, 
of which his lodger was the subject. Wilson's 
manners had obviously undergone a change. 
His early smoothness, his slavering glibness, 
had disappeared. He was now as bitter of 
speech as he had formerly been conciliatory. 
With Sim and his troubles, real and imaginary, 
he was not at all careful to exhibit sym- 
pathy. ' Weel, weel, ye must lie heids and 
thraws wi' poverty, Kke Jock an' his mither ; ' 
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or, * If ye canna keep geese, ye mun keep 
gezlins.' 

Sim was in debt to his landlord, and over 
the idea of ejectment from his little dwelling 
the tailor would brood day and night. Folks 
said he was going crazed about it. None the 
less was Sim's distress as poignant as if the 
grounds for it had been more real. 'Hand 
thy bletherin' gab,' Wilson said one day ; ' be- 
cause ye hev to be cannie wi' the cream ye 
think ye must surely be clemm'd.' Salutary 
as some of the Scotsman's comments may have 
been, it was natural that the change in his 
manners should excite surprise among the 
dalespeople. The good people expressed them- 
selves as ' fairly maizelt ' by the transformation. 
What did it all mean? There was surely 
something behind it. 

The barbarity of Wilson's speech was espe- 
cially malicious when directed against the 
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poor folks with whom he lived, and who, 
being conscious of how essential he was to the 
stability of the household, were largely at his 
mercy. It happened on one occasion that 
when Wilson returned to the cottage after a 
day's absence he found Sim's daughter weeping 
over the fire. 

' What's now ? ' he asked. ' Have ye no- 
thing in the kail ? ' 

Eotha signified that his supper was ready. 

* Thou limmer,' said Wilson, in his thin 
shriek, ' how long 'ul thy dool last ? It's na 
mair to see a woman greet than to see a goose 
gang barefit.* 

Ealph Eay called at the tailor's cottage the 
morning after this, and found Sim suffering 
under violent excitement, of which Wilson's 
behaviour to Eotha had been the cause. The 
insults offered to himself he had taken with a 
wince, perhaps, but without a retort. Now 
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that his daughter was made the subject of them, 
he was profoundly agitated, 

' There I sat/ he cried, as his breath came 
and went in gusts ; ' there I sat, a poor 
barrow-back't creature, and heard that old 
savvorless loon spit his spite at my lass. I'm 
none of a brave man, Ealph ; no, I must 
be a coward, but I went nigh to snatching 
up yon flail of his and striking him — aye, 
killing him! — ^but no, it must be that I'm a 
coward.' 

Ealph quieted him as well as he could, 
telling him to leave this thing to him. Ealph 
was perhaps Sim's only friend. He would often 
turn in like this at Sim's workroom as he passed 
up the fell in the morning. People said the 
tailor was indebted to Ealph for proofs of friend- 
ship more substantial than sympathy. And 
now, when Sim had the promise of a strong 
friend's shoulder to lean on, he was unmanned, 
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and wept. Ealph was not unmoved as he stood 
by the forlorn little man, and clasped his hands 
in his own and felt the warm tears fall over 
them. 

As the young dalesman was leaving the 
cottage that morning, he encountered in the 
porch the subject of the conversation, who was 
entering it. Taking him firmly but quietly by 
the shoulder, he led him back a few paces. 
Sim had leapt up from his bench, and was peer- 
ing eagerly through the window. But Ealph 
did no violence to his lodger. He was saying 
something with marked emphasis, but the words 
escaped the tailor's ears. Wilson was answer- 
ing nothing. Loc sing his hold of him, Ealph 
walked quietly away. Wilson entered the 
cottage with a livid face, and murmuring, as 
though to himself — 

' Aiblins we may be quits yet, my chieF. 
A great stour has begood, my birkie. Your 
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fire-flaucht e'e wuU na fley me. Your Crom- 
well's gane, an' all traitors shall tryste wi' the 
hangman.' 

It was clear that whatever the mystery per- 
taining to the Scotchman, Simeon Stagg seemed 
to possess some knowledge of it. Not that he 
ever explained anything. His anxiety to avoid 
all questions about his lodger was sufficiently 
obvious. Yet that he had somehow obtained 
some nint of a dark side to Wilson's character, 
everyone felt satisfied. No other person seemed 
to know with certainty what were Wilson's 
means of Uvehhood. The Scotchman was not 
employed by the farmers and shepherds around 
Wythburn, and he had neither land nor sheep 
of his own. He would set put early and return 
late, usually walking in the direction of Gas- 
karth. One day Wilson rose at daybreak, and 
putting a threshing flail over his shoulder, said 
he would be away for a week. That week 
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ensuing was a quiet one for the inmates of the 
cottage at Fornside. 

Sim's daughter, Eotha, had about this time 
become a constant helper at Shoulthwaite Moss, 
where, indeed, she was treated with the cor- 
diality proper to a member of the household. 
Old Angus had but little sympathy to spare 
for the girl's father, but he liked Eotha's own 
cheerfulness, h^r winsomeness, and, not least, 
her usefulness. She could milk and churn, and 
bake and brew. This was the sort of young 
woman that Angus liked best. ' Eotha's a right 
heartsome lassie,' he said, as he heard her in 
the dairy singing while she worked. The dame 
of Shoulthwaite loved everyone, apparently, 
but there were special corners in her heart for 
her favourites, and Eotha was one of them. 

* Cannot that lass's father earn aught with- 
out keeping yon sulking waistrel about him ? ' 
asked the old dalesman one day. 
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It was the first time he had spoken of 
Wilson since the threatened ducking. Being 
told of Wilson's violence to Kotha, he only- 
said, ' It's an old saying, " A blate cat makes a 
proud mouse." ' Angus was never heard to 
speak of Wilson again. 

Nature seemed to have meant Eotha for a 
blithe, bird-like soul, but there were darker 
threads woven into the woof of her natural 
brightness. She was tall, slight of figure, with 
a little head of almost elfish beauty. At milk- 
ing, at churning, at baking, her voice could be 
heard, generally singing her favourite border 



song- 



^ Gae tak this bonnie neb o* mine, 
That pecks amang the com, 
An' gi'e't to the Duke o' Hamilton 
To be a touting horn/ 

' Eobin Eedbreast has a blithe interpreter,' 
said Willy Eay, as he leaned for a moment 
against the open door of the dairy in passing 
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out. Eotha was there singing, while in a 
snow-white apron, and with arms bare above 
the elbows, she weighed the butter of the last 
churning into pats, and marked each pat with 
a rude old mark. The girl dropped her head 
and blushed as Willy spoke. Of late she had 
grown unable to look the young man in the 
face. Willy did not speak again. His face 
coloured, and he went away. Eotha's manner 
towards Ealph was different. He spoke to 
her but rarely, and when he did so she looked 
frankly into his face. If she met him abroad, 
as she sometimes did when carrying water 
from the well, he would hft her pails in 
his stronger hands over the stile, and at 
such times the girl thought his voice seemed 
softer. 

'I am thinking,' said Mrs. Eay to her 
husband, as she was spinning in the kitchen 
at Shoulthwaite Moss; 'I am thinking,' she 
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said, stopping the wheel and running her 
fingers through the wool, ' that Willy is partial 
to the little tailor's winsome lass.' 

' And what aboot Ealph? ' asked Angus, 
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CHAPTEE II. 
THE CRIME IN THE NIGHT. 

On the evening of the day upon which old 
Wilson was expected back at Fornside, Ealph 
Ray turned in at the tailor's cottage. Sim's 
distress was, if possible, ev^en greater than 
before. It seemed as if the gloomy fore- 
bodings of the villagers were actually about 
to be realised, and Sim's mind was really 
giving way. His staring eyes, his unconscious, 
preoccupied manner as he tramped to and fro 
in his little workroom, sitting at intervals, 
rising again and resuming his perambulations, 
now gathering up his tools and now opening 
VOL. 1. D 
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them out afresh, talking meantime in fitful 
outbursts, sometimes wholly irrelevantly and 
occasionally with a startling pertinency — all 
this, though no more than an excess of his 
customary habit, seemed to denote a mind 
unstrung. The landlord had called that morn- 
ing for his rent, which was long in arrears. 
He must have it. Sim laughed when he told 
Ealph this, but it was a shocking laugh ; there 
was no heart in it. Ealph would rather h^ve 
heard him whimper and shuflBe as he had done 
before. 

'You shall not be homeless, Sim, if the 
worst comes to the worst,' he said. 

' Homeless, not I ! ' and the little man 
laughed again. Ealph felt uneasy. This 
change was not for the better. Eotha had 
been sitting at the window to catch the last 
glimmer of daylight as she spun. It was dusk, 
but not yet too dark for Ealph to see the tears 



THE CRIME IN THE NIG^, 35 

standing in her eyes. Presently she rose and 
went out of the room. 

* Never fear that I shall be clemm'd/ said 
Sim. * No, no/ he said, with a grin of satisfied 
assurance. 

* God forbid ! ' said Ralph, ' but things 
should be better soon. This is the back end, 
you know.' 

' Aye,' answered the tailor, with a shrug 
that resembled a sliiver. 

* And they say,' continued Ealph, * the 
back end is always the bare end.' 

' And they say, too,' said Sim, * change is 
leetsome, if it's only out of bed into the beck I ' 

The tailor laughed loud, and then stopped 
himself with a suddenness quite starthng. The 
jest sounded awful on his lips. * You say the 
back end's the bare end,' he said, coming up to 
where Ealph sat in pain and amazement ; 
' mine's all bare end. It's nothing but " bare 

D 2 
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end " for some of us. Yesterday morning was 
wet and cold — you know how cold it was. 
Well, Eotha had hardly gone out when a tap 
came to the door, and what do you think it 
was ? A woman ; a woman thin and blear- 
eyed. Some one must have counted her face 
bonnie once. She was scarce older than my 
own lass, but she'd a poor weak barn at her 
breast and a wee lad that trudged at her side. 
She was wet and cold, and asked for rest and 
shelter for herself and the children — rest and 
shelter,' repeated the tailor in a lower tone, as 
though muttering to himself, ' rest and shelter, 
and from me.' 

' Well ? ' inquired Ealph, not noticing Sim's 
self-reference. 

' Well ? ' echoed Sim as though Ealph should 
have divined the sequel, 

* Had the poor creature been turned out of 
her home ? ' 
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' That and worse,' said the little tailor, his 
frame quivering with emotion. ' Do you know 
the King's come by his own again ? ' Sim was 
speaking in an accent of the bitterest mockery. 

' Worse luck,' said Ealph ; ' but what of that? ' 

' Why,' said Sim, almost screaming, * that 
every man in the land who fought for the 
Commonwealth eight years ago is like to be 
shot as a traitor. Didn't you know that, my 
lad ? ' And the little man put his hands with 
a feverish clutch on Ralph's shoulders, and 
looked into his face. 

For an instant there was a tremor on the 
young dalesman's features, but it lasted only 
long enough for Sim to recognise it, and then 
the old firmness returned. 

' But what of the poor woman and her 
barns ? ' Ealph said, quietly. 

' Her husband, an old Roundhead, had fled 
from a warrant for his arrest. She had been 



38 THE SHADOW OF A CRIME, 

cast homeless into the road, she and all her 
household ; her aged mother had died of ex- 
posure the first bitter night, and now for two 
long weeks she had walked on and on — on and 
on — ^her children with her — on and on — living 
Heaven knows how I ' 

A light now seemed to Ealph to be cast on 
the great change in his friend ; but was it 
indeed fear for his (Ealph's) wellbeing that had 
goaded poor Sim to a despair so near allied to 
madness ? 

'What about Wilson?' he asked, after a 
pause. 

The tailor started at the name. 

'I don't know — I don't know at all,' he 
answered, as though eager to assert the truth of 
a statement never called into dispute. 

* Does he intend to come back to Fornside 
to-night, Sim ? ' 

' So he said.' 
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'What, think you, is his work at Gaskarth ? ' 

' I don't know — I know nothing — at least 
— no, nothing/ 

Ealph was sure now. Sim was too eager 
to disclaim all knowledge of his lodger's doings. 
He would not recognise the connection between 
the former and present subjects of conversation. 

The night had gathered in, and the room 
was dark except for the glimmer of a little fire 
on the open hearth. The young dalesman 
looked long into it; his breast heaved with 
emotion, and for the first time in his manhood 
big tears stood in his eyes. It must be so ; it 
must be that this poor forlorn creature, who had 
passed through sufferings of his own, and borne 
them, was now shattered and undone at the 
prospect of disaster to his friend. Did he know 
more than he had said ? It was vain to ask. 
Would he — do anything? Ealph glanced at 
the little man : barrow-backed he was, as he 
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had himself said. No, the idea seemed mon- 
strous. The young man rose to go ; he could 
not speak, but he took Sim's hand in his and 
held it. Then he stooped and kissed him on 
the cheek. 



Next morning, soon after daybreak, all 
Wythbum was astir. People were hurrying 
about from door to door and knocking up the 
few remaining sleepers. The voices of the men 
sounded hoarse in the mist of the early morn- 
ing ; the women held their heads together and 
talked in whispers. An hour or two later two 
or three horsemen drove up to the door of the 
village inn. There was a bustle within ; groups 
of boys were congregated outside. Something 
terrible had happened in the night. What 
was it ? 

Willy Eay, who had left home at early 
dawn, came back to Shoulthwaite Moss with 
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flushed face and quick-coming breath. Ealph 
and his mother were at breakfast. His father, 
who had been at market the preceding day, 
had not risen. 

' Dreadful, dreadful ! ' cried Willy. ' Old 
Wilson is dead. Found dead in the dyke be- 
tween Smeathwaite and Fornside. Murdered, 
no doubt, for his wages ; nothing left about 
him.' 

' Heaven bless us ! ' cried Mrs. Eav, ' to kill 
a poor man for his week's wage ! ' And she 
sank back into the chair from which she had 
risen in her amazement 

' They've taken his body to the Eed Lion, 
and the coroner is there from Gaskarth.' 

Willy was trembling in every hmb. 

EaJph rose as one stupefied. He said 
nothing, but taking down his hat he went out. 
Willy looked after him, and marked that he 
took the road to Fornside. 
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When he got there he found the little 
cottage besieged. Crowds of women and boys 
stood round the porch and peered in at the 
window. Ealph pushed his way through them 
and into the house. In the kitchen were the 
men from Gaskarth and many more. On a 
chair near the cold hearth, where no fire had 
been kindled since he last saw it, sat Sim with 
glassy eyes. His neck was bare and his 
clothes disordered. At his back stood Eotha, 
with her arms thrown round her father's neck. 
His long thin fingers were clutching her clasped 
hands as with a vice. . 

' You must come with us,' said one of the 
strangers, addressing the tailor. He was justice 
and coroner of the district. 

Sim said nothing and did not stir. Then 
the young girl's voice broke the dreadful 
silence. 

' Come, father ; let us go.' 
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Sim rose at this, and walked like one in a 
dream. Ealph took his arm, and as the people 
crowded upon them, he pushed them aside, and 
they passed out. 

The direction of the company through the 
grey mist of that morning was towards the 
place where the body lay. Sim was to be 
accused of the crime. After the preliminaries 
of investigation were gone through, the wit- 
nesses were called. None had seen the murder. 
The body of the murdered man had been 
found by a labourer. There was a huge sharp 
stone under the head, and death seemed to 

V 

have resulted from a fracture of the skull 
caused by a heavy fall. There was no appear- 
ance of a blow. As to Sim, the circumstantial 
evidence looked grave. Old Wilson had been 
seen to pass through Smeathwaite after dark ; 
he must have done so to reach his lodgings at 
the tailor's house. Sim had been seen abroad 
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about the same hour. This was not serious ; 
but now came Sim's landlord. He had called 
on the tailor the previous morning for his rent 
and could not get it. Late the same night Sim 
had knocked at his door with the money. 

* When I ax't him where he'd come from 
so late,' said the man, ' he glowei t at me daizt- 
like, and said nought.' 

' What was his appearance ? ' 

' His claes were a' awry, and he keep't 
looking ahint him.' 

At this there was a murmur among the 
bystanders. There could not be a doubt of 
Sim's guilt. 

At a moment of silence Ealph stepped out. 
He seemed much moved. Might he ask the 
witnesses some questions ? Certainly. It was 
against the rule, but still he might do so. 
Then he inquired exactly into the nature of the 
wound that had apparently caused death. He 
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asked for precise information as to the stone 
on which the head of the deceased was found 

It lay fifty yards to the south of the bridge. 

Then he argued that as there was no wound 
on the dead man other than the fracture of the 
skull, it was plain that death had resulted from 
a fall. How the deceased had come by that 
fall was now the question. Was it not pre- 
simiable that he had sUpped his foot and had 
fallen? He reminded them that Wilson was 
lame on one leg. K the fall were the result of 
a blow, was it not preposterous to suppose that 
a man of Sim's slight physique could have 
inflicted it? Under ordinary circumstances, 
only a more powerful man than Wilson himself 
could have killed him by a fall. 

At this the murmur rose again among the 
bystanders, but it sounded to Ealph hke the 
murmur of beasts being robbed of their prey. 
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As to the tailor having been seen abroad at 
night, was not that the commonest occurrence? 
With the evidenee of Sim's landlord Ealph did 
not deal. 

It was plain that Sim could not be held 
over for trial on evidence such as was before 
them. He was discharged, and an open ver- 
dict was returned. The spectators were not 
satisfied, however, to receive the tailor back 
again as an innocent man. Would he go up- 
stairs and look at the body? There was a 
superstition among them that a dead body 
would bleed at a touch from the hand of the 
murderer. Sim said nothing, but stared wildly 
about him. 

' Come, father,' said Eotha, * do as they 
wish.' 

The httle man permitted himself to be led 
into the room above. Ealph followed with a 
reluctant step. He had cleared his friend, but 
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looked more troubled than before. When the 
company reached the bedside, Ealph stood at 
its head while one of the men took a cloth off 
the dead man's face. 

There was a stain of earth on it. 

Then they drew Sim up in front of it. 
When his eyes fell on the white upturned face, 
he uttered a wild cry and fell senseless to the 
floor. Ha ! The murmur rose afresh. Then 
there was a dead silence. Eotha was the first 
to break the awful stillness. She knelt over 
her father's prostrate form and said amid 
stifling sobs — 

' Tell them it is not true ; tell them so, 
father.' 

The murmur came again. She understood 
it, and rose up with flashing eyes. 

' / tell them it is not true,' she said. Then, 
stepping firmly to the bedside, she cried, 
' Look you all ! I, his daughter, touch here 
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this dead man's hand, and call on God to give 
a sign if my father did this thing.' 

So saying, she took the hand of the mur- 
dered man, and held it convulsively in her 
own. 

The murmur died to a hush of suspense 
and horror. The body remained unchanged. 
Loosing her grip, she turned on the bystanders 
with a look of mingled pride and scorn. 

' Take this from heaven for a witness that 
my father is innocent.' 

The tension was too much for the specta- 
tors, and one by one they left the room. 
Ealph only remained, and when Sim returned 
to consciousness he raised him up and took 
him back to Fornside. 
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CHAPTEE m. 

IN THE RED LION. 

' What hempen homespuns have we swaggering here ? ' 

Midmmmef' Nighf8 Dream, 

Time out of mind there had stood on the high 
street of Wythburn a modest house of enter- 
tainment, known by the sign of the Eed Lion. 
Occasionally it accommodated the casual tra- 
veller who took the valley road to the north, 
but it was intended for the dalesmen, who 
came there after the darkness had gathered in, 
and drank a pot of home-brewed ale as they 
sat above the red turf fire. 

This was the house to which Wilson's body 
had been carried on the morning it was found 

VOL. I. E 
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on the road. That was about Martinmas. One 
night, early in the ensuing winter, a larger 
company than usual was seated in the parlour 
of the little inn. It was a quaint old room, 
twice as long as it was broad, and with a roof 
so low that the taller shepherds stooped as 
they walked under its open beams. From 
straps fixed to the rafters hung a gun, a whip, 
and a horn. Two square windows, that looked 
out over the narrow causeway, were covered 
by curtains of red cloth. An oak bench stood 
in each window recess. The walls throughout 
were panelled in oak, which was carved here 
and there in curious archaic devices. The 
panelling had for the most part grown black 
with age ; the rosier spots, that were polished 
to the smoothness and brightness of glass, 
denoted the positions of cupboards. Strong 
settles and broad chairs stood in irregular 
places about the floor, which was of the bare 
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earth, grown hard as stone and now sanded. 
The chimney nook spanned the width of one 
end of the room. It was an open ingle with 
seats in the wall at each end, and the fire on 
the ground between them. A goat's head and 
the horns of an ox w^ere the only ornaments 
of the chimney-breast, which was "white- 
washed. 

On this night of 1660, the wind was loud 
and wild without. The snowstorm that had 
hung over the head of Castenand in the morn- 
ing had come down the valley as the day wore 
on. The heavy sleet rattled at the windows. 
In its fiercer gusts it drowned the ring of the 
lusty voices. The little parlour looked warm 
and snug with its great cobs of old peat glow- 
ing red as they burnt away sleepily on the 
broad hearth. At intervals the door would 
open and a shepherd would enter He had 
housed his sheep for the night, and now, seated 

s2 
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as the newest comer on the warmest bench 
near the fire, with a pipe in one hand and a pot 
of hot ale in the other, he was troubled by the 
tempest no more. 

' At Michaelmas a good fat goose, at Christ- 
mas stannen' pie, and good yal awt year roond,' 
said an old man in the chimney comer. This 
was Matthew Branthwaite, the wit and sage of 
Wythburn, once a weaver, but living now on 
the husbandings of earlier life. He was tall 
and sUght, and somewhat bent with age. He 
was dressed in a long brown sack coat, belted 
at the waist, below which were pockets cut 
perpendicular at the side. Eibbed worsted 
stockings and heavy shoes made up, with the 
greater garment, the sum of his visible attire. 
Old Matthew had a vast reputation for wise 
saws and proverbs ; his speech seemed to bfe 
made of little else ; and though the dalespeople 
had heard the old sayings a thousand times, 
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these seemed never to lose anything of their 
piquancy and rude force. 

* It's a bad night, Mattha Branthet/ said a 
new comer. 

* Dost tak me for a born idiot ? ' asked the 
old man. *Dost think I duddent know that 
afore T saw thee, that thou must be blodderen 
oot "It's a bad neet, Mattha Branthet "? ' There 
was a dash of rustic spite in the old man's 
humour which gave it an additional relish. 

'Ye munnet think to win through the 
world on a feather bed, lad,' he added. 

The man addressed was one Eobbie Ander- 
son, a yoimg fellow who had for a loDg time 
indulged somewhat freely in the good ale 
which the sage had just recommended for use 
all the year round. Every one had said he was 
going fast to his ruin, making beggars of him- 
self and of all about him. It was, nevertheless, 
whispered that Eobbie was the favoured sweet- 
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heart among many of Matthew Branthwaite's 
young daughter Liza ; but the old man, who 
had never been remarkable for sensibility, had 
said over and over again, ' She'll lick a lean 
poddish stick, Bobbie, that weds the like of 
thee/ Latterly the young man had in a silent 
way shown some signs of reform. He had not, 
indeed, given up the good ale to which his 
downfall had been attributed ; but when he 
came to the Eed Lion he seemed to sleep more 
of his time there than he drank. So the village 
philosopher had begun to pat him on the back, 
and say encouragingly, 'There's nowt so far 
aslew, Bobbie, but good manishment may set it 
straight.' 

Eobbie accepted his rebuff on this occasion 
with undisturbed equanimity, and, taking a 
seat on a bench at the back, seemed soon to be 
lost in slumber. 

The dalesmen are here in strength to-night. 



IN THE RED LION, 55 

Thomas Fell, the miller of Legberthwaite, is 
here, with rubicund complexion and fully de- 
veloped nose. Here, too, is Thomas's cousin, 
Adam Eutledge, fresh from an adventure at 
Carlisle, where he has tasted the luxury of 
Doomsdale, a noisome dungeon reserved for 
witchei§ and murderers, but sometimes tenanted 
by obstreperous drunkards. Of a more re- 
putable class here is Job Leathes, of Dale 
Head, a tall, gaunt dalesman, with pale grey 
eyes. Here is Luke Cockrigg, too, of Aboon- 
beck Bank ; and stout John Jackson, of Arm- 
both, a large and living refutation of the 
popular fallacy that the companionship of a 
ghost must necessarily induce such appalling 
effects as are said to have attended the appari- 
tions which presented themselves to the pro- 
phets and seers of the Hebrews. John has 
slept for twenty years in the room at Armboth 
in which the spiritual presence is said to walk. 
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and has never yet seen anything more terrible 
than his own shadow. Here, too, at Matthew 
Branthwaite's side, sits little blink-eyed Eeuben 
Thwaite, who has seen the Ai-mboth bogle. 
He saw it one night when he was retumiDg 
home froni the Eed Lion. It took the peculiar 
form of a lime and mould heap, and, though in 
Eeuben's case the visitation was not attended 
by convulsions or idiocy, the effect of it was 
unmistakable. When Eeuben awoke next 
morning he found himself at the bottom of a 
ditch. 

' A wild neet onyways, Mattha,' says Eeu- 
ben, on Eobbie Anderson's retirement. ' As I 
com alang I saw yan of Angus Eay haystacks 
blown flat on to the field — doon it went in a 
bash — in ya bash frae top to bottom.' 

' That minds me of Mother Garth and auld 
Wilson haycocks,' said Matthew. 

' Why, what was that .^ ' said Eeuben. 
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' Deary me> what thoo minds it weel eneuf. 
It was the day Wilson was cocking Angus hay 
in the low meedow. Mistress Gurth came by 
in the evening, and stood in the road opposite 
to look at the north leets, " Come, Sarah," 
says auld Wilson, "show us yan of thy can- 
trips, I divn't care for thee." But he'd scarce 
said it when a whirlblast came frae the fell and 
owerturn't iv'ry cock. Then Sarah she laughed 
oot loud, and she said, " Ye'll want na mair 
cantrips, I reckon." She was reet theer.' 

'Like eneuf,' said several voices amid a 
laugh. 

' He was hard on Mother Garth was Wil- 
son,' continued Matthew ; ' I nivver could mak 
ought on it. He called her a witch, and seurly 
she is a laal bit uncanny.' 

' Maybe she wasn't always such like,' said 
Mr. Jackson. 

* Maybe not, John,' said Matthew ; ' but she 



58 THE SHADOW OF A CRIME, 

was olas a cross-grained yan sin the day she 
came first to Wy'bern.' 

' I thought her a harmless young body with 
h^r babby,' said Mr. Jackson. 

' Let me see,* said Eeuben Thwaite, ' that 
must be a matter of six and twenty year 
agone.' 

'Mair ner that,' said Matthew. 'It was long 
afore I bought my new loom, and that's six 
and twenty year come Christmas.' 

' Ey, I mind they said she'd run away frae 
the man she'd wedded somewhere in the north,' 
observed Adam Eutledge through the pewter 
which he had raised to his lips. ' Ower fond of 
his pot for Sarah.' 

' Nowt o' t' sort,' said Matthew. * He used 
to pommel and thresh her up and doon, and 
that's why she cut away frae him, and that's 
why she's sic a sour yan.' 

' Ey, that's reets on it,' said Eeuben. 
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' But aiild Wilson's spite on her olas did 
cap me a laal bit,' said Matthew again. ' He 
wanted her burnt for a witch. " It's all stuff 
and bodderment aboot the witches," says I to 
him ya day ; " There be none. God's aboon 
the devil ! " *' Nay, nay," says Wilson, " it'll 
be past jookin' when the heed's off. She'll do 
something for some of us yit." ' 

' Hush,' whispered Eeuben, as at that 
moment the door opened and a tall, uogainly 
young dalesman, with red hair and with a 
dogged expression of face, entered the inn. 

A little later, amid a whirl of piercing 
wind, Ealph Eay entered, shaking the frozen 
snow from his cloak with long skirts, wet and 
cold, his staff in his hand, and his dog at his 
heels. Old Matthew gave him a cheery wel- 
come. 

* It's like ye'd as lief be in this snug room 
as on the fell to-neet, Ealph ? ' There was a 
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twinkle iu the old man's eye; he had meant 
more than he said. 

' I'd full as soon be here as in Sim's cave, 
Matthew, if that's what you mean,' said Ralph, 
as he held the palms of his hands to the fire 
and then rubbed them on his knees. 

* Thou wert nivver much of a fool, Ealph,' 
Matthew answered. And with a shovel that 
facetious occupant of the hearth lifted another 
cob of turf on to the fire. 

' It's lang sin' Sim sat aboon sic a lowe as 
that,' he added, with a motion of his head 
downwards. 

' Worse luck,' said Ealph in a low tone, as 
though trying to avoid the subject. 

' Whear the pot's brocken, there let the 
sherds lie, lad,' said the old man ; ' keep thy 
breath to cool thy poddish, forby thy mug of 
yal, and here't comes.' 

As he spoke, the hostess brought up a pot 
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of ale, smoking hot, and put it in Ealph's 
hand. 

' Let every man stand his awn rackups, 
Ralph. Sim's a bad lot, and reet serv'd/ 

^You have him there, Mattha Branthet/ 
said the others v^ith a laugh — ' a feckless fool.' 
The young dalesman leaned back on the bench, 
took a draught of his liquor, rested the pot on 
his knee, and looked into the fire with the 
steady gaze of one just out of the darkness. 
After a pause he said quietly — 

* I'll wager there's never a man among you 
dare go up to Sim's cave to-night. Yet you 
drive him up there every night of the year.' 

'Bad dreams, lad; bad dreams,' said the 
old man, shaking his head with portentous 
gravity, 'forby the boggle of auld Wilson — 
that's maybe what maks Sim ga rakin aboot 
the fell o' neets withoot ony eerand.' 

* Ay, ay, that's aboot it,' said the others, 
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removing their pipes together and speaking 
with the gravity and earnestness of men who 
had got a grip of the key to some knotty 
problem. ' The ghost of auld Wilson.' 

' The ghost of some of your stout sticks, I 
reckon/ said Ealph, turning upon them with a 
shadow of a sneer on his frank face. 

His companions laughed. Just then the 
wind rose higher than before, and came in a 
gust down the open chimney. The dogs that 
had been sleeping on the sanded floor got up, 
walked across the room with drooping heads 
and growled. Then they lay down again and 
addressed themselves afresh to sleep. The 
young dalesman looked into the mouth of his 
pewter and muttered, as if to himself — 

' Because there was no evidence to convict 
the poor soul, suspicion, that is worse than 
conviction, must so fix upon him that he's 
afraid to sleep his nights in his bed at home, 
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but must go where never a braggart loon of 
Wythburn dare follow him.' 

' Aye, lad,' said the old man, with a wink 
of profound import, ' foxes hev holes.' 

The sally was followed by a general laugh. 

Not noticing it, Ralph said — 

' A hole, indeed ! a cleft in the bare rock, 
open to nigh every wind, deluged by every 
rain, desolate, unsheltered by bush or bough — 
a hole no fox would house in.' 

Ealph was not unmoved, but the sage in 
the chimney corner caught little of the con- 
tagion of his emotion. Taking his pipe out of 
his mouth, and with the shank of it marking 
time to the doggerel, he said — 

' Wheariver there's screes 
There's mair stones nor trees.' 

The further sally provoked a louder laugh. 
Just then another gust came down the chimney 
and sent a wave of mingled heat and cold 
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through the room. The windows rattled louder 
with the wind and crackled sharper with the 
pelting sleet. The dogs rose and growled. 

'Be quiet there/ cried Ealph. *Down, 
Laddie, down.' Laddie, a large-limbed collie, 
with long shaggy coat still wet and matted 
and glistening with the hard unmelted snow, 
had walked to the door and put his nose to 
the bottom of it. 

' Some one coming,' said Ealph, turning to 
look at the dog, and speaking almost under his 
breath. 

Eobbie Anderson, who had throughout 
been lounging in silence on the bench near the 
door, got up sleepily, and put his great hand 
on the wooden latch. The door flew open by 
force of the storm outside. He peered for a 
moment into the darkness through the blinding 
sleet. He could see nothing. 

No one here ! ' he said moodily. 
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And, putting his broad shoulder to the 
stout oak door, he forced it back. The wind 
moaned and hissed through the closing aper- 
ture. It was like the ebb of a broken wave 
to those who had heard the sea. Turning 
about, as the candles on the table blinked, the 
young man lazily dashed the rain and sleet 
from his beard and breast, and lay down again 
on the settle, with something between a shiver 
and a yawn. ' Cruel night, this,' he muttered, 
and so sapng he returned to his normal con- 
dition of somnolence. 

The opening and the closing of the door, 
together with the draught of cold air, had 
awakened a little man who occupied that 
corner of the chimney nook which faced old 
Matthew. Coiled up with his legs under him 
on the warm stone seat, his head resting against 
one of the two walls that bolstered him up on 
either hand, beneath a great flitch of bacon 
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that hung there to dry, he had lain asleep 
throughout the preceding conversation, only 
punctuating its periods at intervals with some- 
what too audible indications of slumber. In 
an instant he was on his feet. He was a 
diminutive creature, with something infinitely 
amusing in his curious physical proportions. 
His head was large and well-formed ; his body 
was large and ill-formed ; his legs were short 
and shrunken. He was the schoolmaster of 
Wythburn, and his name was Monsey Laman. 
The dalesmen found the little schoolmaster the 
merriest comrade that ever sat with them over 
a glass. He had a crack for each of them, a 
song, a joke, a lively touch that cut and meant 
no harm. They called him 'the little limber 
Frenchman,' in allusion to a peculiarity of gait 
which in the minds of the heavy-Umbed moun- 
taineers was somehow associated with the idea 
of a French dancing master. 
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With the schoolmaster's awakening, the con- 
versation in the inn seemed likely to take a 
livelier turn. Even the whistling sleet appeared 
to become less fierce and terrible. True, the 
stalwart dalesman on the door bench yawned 
and slept as before; but even Ealph's firm 
lower lip began to relax, and he was never a 
gay and sportive elf. The rest of the company 
charged their pipes afiresh and called on the 
hostess for more spiced ale. 

' " Blessing on your heart," says the proverb, 
*• you brew good pie." It's a Christian virtue, 
eh, Father?' said Monsey, addressing Matthew 
in the opposite corner. 

' Praise the ford as ye find it,' said that sage ; 
^ I've found good yal maks good yarn. Folks 
that wad put doon good yal ought to be their- 
sels putten doon/ 

* Then you must have been hanged this many 
a long year, Father Matthew,' said Monsey, 
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* for you've put down more good ale than any 
man in Wythbum.' 

Old Matthew had to stand the laugh against 
himself this time. In the midst of it he leaned 
over to Ealph, and, as though to cover his dis- 
comfiture, whispered, ' He's gat a lad's heart, 
the laal man has.' 

Then, with the air of one about to communi- 
cate a novel idea — 

* And sic as ye gie, sic will ye get, frae 
him.' 

^ Well, well,' he added aloud, ' ye munnet 
think I cannot stand my rackups.' 

The old man, despite this unexpected fall, 
was just beginning to show his mettle. The 
sententious greybeard was never quite so happy, 
never looked quite so wise, never shook his 
head with such an air of good-humoured conse- 
quence, never winked with such profundity of 
facetiousness, as when ' the laal limber French- 
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man ' was giving a ' merry touch.' Wouldn't 
Monsey sing summat and fiddle to it too ; aye, 
that he would, Mattha knew reet weel. 

' Sing ! ' cried the little man. ' Sing ! Mon- 
sieur, the dog shall tiy me this conclusion. If 
he wag his tail, then will I sing ; if he do not 
wag his tail, then — then will I not be silent. 
What say you. Laddie ? ' The dog responded 
to the appeal. with an opportune, if not an 
intelligent, wag of that member on which so 
momentous an issue hung. From one of the 
rosy closets in the wall a fiddle was forthwith 
brought out, and soon the noise of the tempest 
was drowned in the preliminary tuning of 
strings and running of scales. 

'You shall beat the time, my patriarch,' 
said Monsey. 

* Nay, man ; it's thy place to kill it,' an- 
swered Matthew. 

' Then you shall mark the beat, or beat the 
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mark, or make your mark. You could never 
write, you know.' 

It was a sight not to be forgotten to see the 
little schoolmaster brandishing his fiddle-stick, 
beating time with his foot, and breaking out 
into a wild shout when he hit upon some happy 
idea, for he rejoiced in a gift of improvisation. 
A burst of laughter greeted the climax of his 
song, which turned on an unheroic adventure of 
old Matthew's. The laughter had not yet died 
away when a loud knocking came to the door. 
Ealph jumped to his feet. 

' I said some one was coming ; and he's been 
here before, whoever he is.' 

At that he walked to the door and opened it. 
Laddie was there before him. 

' Is Ealph Eay here ? ' 

It was the voice of a woman, charged with 
feeling. 

Ealph's back had been to the light, and 
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hence his face had not been recognised. But 
the light fell on the face of the new-comer. 

' Eotha ! ' he said. He drew her in, and 
was about to shut out the storm behind her. 

* No/ she said, almost nervously. * Come 
with me ; some one waits outside to see you ; 
some one who won't — can't come in.' 

She was wet ; her hair was matted over her 
forehead, the sleet lying in beads upon it. A 
hood that had been pulled hurriedly over her 
head was blown partly aside. Ealph would 
have drawn her to the fire. 

*Not yet,' she said, again. Her eyes 
looked troubled, startled, denoting pain. 

' Then I will go with you at once,' he said. 

They turned ; Laddie darted out before 
them, and in a moment they were in the black- 
ness of the night. 
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CHAPTEE IV. 



THE OUTCAST. 



The storm had. abated. The sleet and rain 
had ceased, but the wind still blew fierce and 
strong, driving black continents of cloud across 
a crescent moon. It was bitingly cold. Eotha 
walked fast and spoke little. Ealph under- 
stood their mission. * Is he far away?' he 
said. 

' Not far; 

Her voice had a tremor of emotion, and as 
the wind carried it to him it seemed freighted 
with sadness. But the girl would have hidden 
her fears. 

' Perhaps he's better now,' slie said. 
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Ealph quickened his steps. The dog had 
gone on in front, and was lost in the darkness. 

' Give me your hand, Botha ; the sleet is 
hard and slape.' 

' Don't heed me, Ealph ; go faster ; I'll 
follow/ 

Just then a sharp bark was heard close 
at hand, followed by another and another, 
but in a different key. Laddie had met a 
friend. 

*He's coming,' Eotha said, catching her 
breath. 

' He's here.' 

With the shrill cry of a hunted creature 
that has got back, wounded, to its brethren, 
Sim seemed to leap upon them out of the 
darkness. 

* Ealph, take me with you — take me with 
you ; do not let me go back to the fell to-night. 
1 cannot go — no, believe me, I cannot — I dare 
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not. Take me, Ealph ; have mercy on me ; do 
not despise me for the coward that I am ; it's 
enough to make me curse the great God — no, 
no ; not that neither. But, Ealph, Ealph * 

The poor fellow would have fallen breathless 
and exhausted at Ealph*s feet, but he held him 
up and spoke firmly but kindly to him : 

' Bravely, Sim ; bravely, man ; there — ' he 
said, as the tailor regained some composure, 

'You shan't go back to-night. How wet 
you are, though! There's not a dry rag to 
your body, man. You must first return with 

me to the fire at the Eed Lion, and then we'll 

^^ > 
go 

* No, no, no ! ' cried Sim, * not there either ; 
never there; better the wind and rain, aye, 
better anything than that.' 

And he turned his head over his shoulder 
as though peering into the darkness behind. 
Ealph understood him. There were wilder 
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companions for this poor hunted creature than 
any that lived on the mountains. 

' But you'll never live through the night in 
clothes like these.' 

Sim shivered with the cold; his teeth 
chattered ; his lank hands shook as with ague. 

' Never live ? but I must not die, Ealph ; 
no, not yet — ^not yet.' 

Was there, then, something still left in Ufe 
that a poor outcast Uke this should chng to it ? 

* I'll go back with you,' he said more 
calmly. 

They turned, and with Sim between them 
Ealph and Eotha began to retrace their steps. 
They had not far to go, when Sim reeled like a 
drunken man, and when they were within a 
few paces he stopped. 

' No,' he said, ' I can't.' His breath was 
coming quick and fast. 

* Come, man, they shall give you the ingle 
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bench ; I'll see to that. Come now,' said Ealph 
soothingly. 

' I've walked in front of this house for an 
hour to-night, I have,' said Sim, * to and fro, to 
and fro, waiting for you ; waiting, waiting ; 
starting at my own shadow cast from the dim 
lowe of the windows, and then flying to hide 
when the door did at last — at long last — open 
or shut.' 

Ealph shuddered. It had been as he thought. 
Then he said — 

'Yes, yes; but you'll come now, like a 
brave fellow — " a braw chiel," you know.' 

Sim started at the pleasantry with which 
Ealph had tried to soothe his spirits. It struck 
a painftil memory. Ealph felt it too. 

* Come,' he said, in an altered tone. 

* No,' cried Sim, clasping his hands over his 
head. ' They're worse than wild beasts, they 
are. To-night I went up to the cave as usual. 
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The wind was blowing strong and keen in the 
valley ; it had risen to a tempest on the screes. 
I went in and turned up the bracken for my bed. 
Then the rain began to fall ; and the rain 
became hail, and the hail became sleet, and 
pelted in upon me, it did. The wind soughed 
about my lone home — my home ! ' 

Again Sim reeled in the agony of his soul. 

* This is peace to that wind,' he continued ; 
* yes, peace. Then the stones began to rumble 
down the rocks, and the rain to pour in through 
the great chinks in the roof of the cave. Yet I 
stayed there — I stayed. Well, theghyll roared 
louder and louder. It seemed to overflow the 
gullock, it did. I heard the big bowders shifted 
from their beds by the tumbling waters. They 
rolled with heavy thuds down the brant sides 
of the fell — down, down, down. But I kept 
closer, closer. Presently I heard the howl of the 
wolves' — 
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* No, Sim ; not that, old friend.' 

*Yes, the pack from Lauvellin. They'd 

been driven out of their caves — ^not even they 

could live in their caves to-night.' The delirium 
of Sim's spirit seemed to overcome him. 

* No more now, man,' said Ealph, putting 
his arm about him. * You're safe, at least, and 
all will be well with you.' 

*Wait. Nearer and nearer they came, 
nearer and nearer, till I knew they were above 
me, around me. Yet I kept close, I did. I almost 
felt their breath. Well, well, at last I saw two 
red eyes gleaming at me through the dark- 



ness ' 



' You're feverish to-night, Sim,' interrupted 
Ealph. 

* Then, a great flash of lightning came. It 
licked the ground afore me — ay, licked. Then 
a burst of thunder — it must have been a 
thunderbolt — I couldn't hear the wind and sleet 
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and water. I fainted, that must have been it. 
When I came romid I groped about me where 
I lay ' 

* A dream, Sim.' 

* No, it was no dream ! What was it I 
touched? I was delivered! Thank heaven, 
thxt death was not mine. T rose, staggered out, 
and fled.' 

By the glimmering light from the windows 
of the inn — there came the sound of laughter 
from within — Ealph could see that hysterical 
tears coursed down the poor tailor's cheeks. 
Eotha stood aside, her hands covering her face. 

* And, at last, when you could not meet me 

here, you went to Fornside for Eotha to seek 

me ? " asked Ealph. 

' Yes, I did. Don't despise me — don't do 
that.' Then in a supplicating tone he added, 

* I couldn't bear it from you, Ealph.' 

The tears came again. The direful agony 
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of Sim's soul seemed at length to conquer him, 
and he fell to the ground insensible. In an 
instant Eotha was on her knees in the harden- 
ing road at her father's side ; but she did not 
weep. 

* We have no choice now/ she said, in a 
broken voice. 

*None,' answered Ealph. 'Let me carry 

him in.' 

When the door of the inn had closed behind 

Ealph, as he went out with Eotha, old Matthew 

Branthwaite, who had recovered his composure 

after Monsey's song, and who had sat for a 

moment with his elbow on his knee, his pipe in 

his hand and his mouth stUl open, from which 

the shaft had just been drawn, gave a knowing 

twitch to his wrinkled face, as he said, 

* So, so, that's the fell the wind blows frae !' 
*Blow low, my black feutt,' answered 

Monsey, * and don't blab.' 
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" When the whins is oot of blossom, kissing's 
oot o' fashion — nowt will come of it,' replied 
the sage on reflection. 

* Wrong again, great Solomon ! ' said 
Monsey. ' Ealph is not the man to put away 
the girl because her father is in disgrace.' 

* Do ye know he trystes with the lass ? ' 

* Not I.' 

* Maybe ye'r like the rest on us: ye can 
make nowt on him, back ner edge.' 

'Eight now, great sage, the sun doesn't 
shine through him.' 

' He's a great lounderan feUow,' said one of 
the dalesmen, speaking into the pewter at his 
mouth. He was the blacksmith of Wyth- 
burn. 

' What do you say ? ' asked Monsey. 

' Nowt ! ' the man growled sulkily. 

' So ye said nowt ? ' inquired Matthew. 

' Nowt to you, or any of you.' 
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* Then did'sta nivver hear it said, " He that 
talks to himsel' clatters to a fool " ? ' 

The company laughed. 

'No,' resumed Matthew, turning to the 
schoolmaster, ' Ealph will nivver tryste with 
the lass of yon hang-gallows of a tailor. The 
gallows rope's all but roond his neck already. 
It's awesome to see him in his barramouth 
in the fell side. He's dwinnelt away to a 
atomy.' 

' It baffles me where he got the brass frae 
to pay his rent,' said one of the shepherds. 
* Where did he get it, schoolmaster ? ' 

Monsey answered nothing. The topic was 
evidently a fearsome thing to him. His quips 
and cracks were already gone. 

' Where did he get it ? / say,' repeated the 
man, with the air of one who was propounding 
a trying problem. 

Old Matthew removed his pipe. 
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^ A fool may ask mair questions ner a doctor 
can answer.' 

The shepherd shifted in his seat. 

* That Wilson was na shaks nowther/ con- 
tinued Matthew quietly. He was accustomed 
to ' tummel ' his neighbours, and never paused 
to inquire into their bruises. 'He'd olas the 
black dog on his back — ^leastways latterly. Ey, 
the braizzant taistrel med have done something 
for Ealph an he lived langer. He was swear- 
ing what he'd do, the ungratefu' fool ; auld 
Wilson was a headless body.' 

*They say he threatened Ealph's father, 
Angus,' said Monsey, with a perceptible 
shiver. 

* Ay, but Angus is bad to bang. I mind 
his dingin' ower a bull on its back. A girt 
man, Angus, and varra dreadfu' when he's 
angert.' 

* Dus'ta mind the fratch thoo telt me aboot 
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atween Angus and auld Wilson ? ' said Eeuben 
Thwaite to Matthew Branthwaite. 

' What quarrel was that ? ' asked Monsey. 

* Why, the last fratch of all, when Wilson 
gat the sneck posset frae Shoulthwaite,' said 
Matthew. 

*I never heard of it,' said the school- 
master. 

* There's nowt much to hear. Ealph and 
raysel' we were walking up to the Moss together 
ya day, when we heard Angus and Wilson at a 
bout of words. Wilson he said to Angus, with 
a gay bitter sneer, " Yell fain swappit wi' me 
yet," said he. '* He'll yoke wi' an unco weird. 
Thy braw chiel 'ul tryste wi' th' hangman soon, 
I wat." And Angus he was fair mad, I can 
tell ye, and he said to Wilson, " Thoo stammerin' 
and yammerin' taistrel, thoo ; I'll pluck a lock 
of thy threep. Bring the warrant, wilt thoo ? 
Thoo savvorless and sodden clod-heed ! I'll 
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whip thee with the taws. Slipe, I say, while 
thoo's weel — shpe I " ' 

* And Angus would have done it, too, and 
not the first time nowther,' said little Eeuben, 
with a knowing shake of the head. 

* Well, Matthew, what then ? ' said Monsey. 
*Weel, with that Angus he hfted up his 

staff, and Wilson shrieked oot afore he gat the 
blow. But Angus lowered his hand and said 
to him, says he, " Time eneuf to shriek when 
ye're strucken." ' 

' And when the auld one did get strucken, 
he could not shriek,' added Eeuben. 

' We know nowt of that reetly,' said Mat- 
thew, ' and maybe nivver will.' 

* What was that about a warrant ? ' said 
Monsey. 

* Nay, nay, laal man, that's mair ner ony on 
us knows for certain.' 

' But ye have a notion on it, have ye not ? ' 
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said Eeuben, with a twinkle which was intended 
to flatter Matthew into a communicative spirit. 

' I reckon I hev/ said the weaver, with a 
look of self-satisfaction. 

' Did Ealph understand it ? ' asked Monsey. 

' Not he, schoolmaister. If he did, I could 
mak' nowt on him, for I asked him theer and 
then.' 

*But ye knows yersel' what the warrant 
meant, don't ye ? ' said Eeuben significantly. 

'Weel, man, it's all as I telt ye; the 
country's going to the dogs, and young Charles 
he's cutting the heed off nigh a'most iv'ry man 
•as fought for Oliver agea him. And it's as I 
telt ye aboot the spies of the Government, 
there's a spy ivrywhear — maybe theer's yan 
here now — and auld Wilson he was nowt ner 
mair ner less ner a spy, and he meant to get 
a warrant for Ealph Eay, and that's the lang 
and short on it.' 
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'I reckon Sim made the short on it,' said 
Reuben with a smirk. * He scarce knew what 
a good turn he was doing for young Ealph yon 
neet in Martinmas/ 

' But don't they say Ealph saved Wilson's 
life away at the wars ? ' said Monsey. ' Why 
could he waat to inform against him and have 
him hanged ? ' 

* A dog winnet yowl an ye hit him with a 
bone, but a spy is worse ner ony dog,' answered 
Matthew, sententiously. 

' But why could he wish to do it ? ' 
' His fratch with Angus, that was all.' 
'There must have been more than that, 
Matthew, there must.' 

* I never heeard on it, then.' 

* Old Wilson must have had money on him 
that night,' said Monsey, who had been looking 
gravely into the fire, his hands clasped about 
his knees. Encouraged by this support of the 
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sapient idea he had hinted at, the shepherd 
who had spoken before broke in with ' Where 
else did he get it, / say ? ' 

* Ye breed of the cuckoo,' said Matthew, 
' yeVe gat na rhyme but yan.' 

Amid the derisive laughter that followed, 
the door of the inn was again opened, and in a 
moment more Ealph Eay stood m the middle 
of the floor with Simeon Stagg in his arms. 
Eotha was behind, pale but composed. Every 
man in the room rose to his feet. The landlord 
stepped forward, with no pleasant expression 
on his face ; and from an inner room his wife 
came bustling up. Little Monsey stood clutch- 
ing and twitching his fingers. Old Matthew 
had let the pipe drop out of his mouth, and it 
lay broken on the hearth. 

' He has fainted/ said Ealph, still holding 
his burden ; * turn that bench to the fire.' 

No one stirred. Every one stood for the 
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moment as if stupefied, Sim's head hung over 
Ralph's arm : his face was as pale as death. 

* Out of the way,' said Ealph, brushing 
past a great lumbering fellow with his mouth 
agape. 

The company found their tongues at last. 
Were they to sit with ' this hang- gallows of a 
tailor?' The landlord, thinking himself ap- 
pealed to, replied that he * couldn't hev na 
brulliment ' in his house. 

' There need be no broil,' said Ealph, laying 
the insensible form on a seat and proceeding to 
strip off the wet outer garments. Then, turn- 
ing to the hostess, he said — 

* Martha, bring me water, quick.' 
Martha turned about and obeyed him, with- 
out a word. 

' He'll be better soon,' said Ealph to Eobbie 
Anderson. He was sprinkling water on the 
white face that lay before him. Eobbie had 
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recovered his wakefulness, and was kneeling at 
Sim's feet, chafing his hands. 

Eotha stood at her father's side, motionless, 

' There, he's coming to ; Martha,' said 
Ealph, 'hadn't you better take Eotha to the 
kitchen fire ? ' 

The two women left the room. 

Sim's eyes opened ; there was a watery 
humour in them which was not tears. The 
colour came back to his cheeks, but with the 
return of consciousness his face grew thinner 
and more haggard. He heaved a heavy sigh, 
and seemed to realise his surroundings. With 
the only hand disengaged (Eobbie held one of 
them) he clutched at Ealph's belt. 

* I'm better — ^let me go,' he said in a hoarse 
voice, trying to rL.e. 

' No ! ' said Ealph. ' No ! ' and he gently 
pushed him back into his recumbent position. 

* You had best let the snuffling waistrel go,' 
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said one of the men in a surly tone. * Maybe 
he never fainted at all.' 

It was the blacksmith who had growled at 
the mention of Ealph's name in Ealph's 
absence. They called him Joe Garth. 

' Be silent, you loon/ answered Eobbie 
Anderson, turning uppn the last speaker. 

Ealph seemed not to have heard him. 

* Here,* he said, tossing Sim's coat to 
Matthew, who had returned with a new pipe to 
his seat in the chimney corner ; * dry that at the 
fire.' The coat had been growing hard with 
the frost. 

' This wants the batling stone ower it,' 
^said the old weaver, spreading it out before 
him. 

'See to this, schoolmaster,' said Ealph, 
throwing Sim's cap into his lap. 

Monsey jumped with a scream out of his 
seat as though stung by an adder* 
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Ealph looked at him for a moment with an 
expression of pity. 

' I might have known you were timid at 
heart, schoolmaster. Perhaps you're gallant 
over a glass.' 

There could be no doubt of little Monsey's 
timidity. All his jests had forsaken him. 

Sim had seen the gesture that expressed 
holTor at contact even with his clothes. He 
was awake to every passing incident with a 
feverish alertness. 

' Let me go,' he said again, with a look of 
supplicatory appeal. 

Old Matthew got up and opened the 
door. 

' Sista, there's some betterment in the 
weather, now ; it teem't awhile ago.' 

'What of that?' asked Ealph; but he 
understood the observation. 

' For God's sake let me go,' cried Sim in 
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agony, looking first at one face and then at 
another. 

' No,' said Ealph, and sat down beside him. 
Eobbie had gone back to his bench. 

'Yell want the bull-grips to keep him 
quiet,' said old Matthew to Ealph, with a sneer. 

* And the ass's barnicles to keep your tongue 
in your mouth,' added Ealph, sternly. 

' For fault of wise man fools sit on the bench, 
or we should hev none of this,' continued 
Matthew. ' I reckon some one that's here is 
nigh ax't oot by Auld Nick in the kirk of the 
nether world.' 

' Then take care you're not there yourself 
to give something at the bridewain.' 

Old Matthew grumbled something under 
his breath. 

There was a long silence. Ealph had rarely 
been heard to speak so bitterly. It was clear 
that opposition had gone far enough. Sim's 
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watery eyes were never for an instant still. 
Full of a sickening apprehension, they cast 
furtive glances into every face. The poor crea- 
tiu'e seemed determined to gather up into his 
wretched breast the scorn that was blasting it. 
The turf on the hearth gave out a great heat, 
but the tailor shivered as with cold. Their 
Ealph reached the coat and cap, and after 
satisfying himself that they were dry, he handed 
them back to Sim, who put them on. Perhaps 
he had mistaken the act, for, rising to his feet, 
Sim looked into Ealph's face inquiringly, as 
though to ask if he might go. 

* Not yet, Sim,' said Ealph. * You shall go 
when I go. You lodge with me to-night.' 

Monsey in the corner looked aghast, and 
crept closer under the flitch of bacon that hung 
above him. 

'Men,' said Ealph, 'hearken here. You 
call it a foul thing to kill a man, and so it is/ 
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Monsey turned* livid ; every one held his 
breath. Ealph went on — 

' Did you ever reflect that there are other 
ways of taking a man's life besides killing him ? ' 

There was no response. Ealph did not seem 
to expect one, for he continued — 

' You loathe the man who takes the blood 
of his fellow-man, and you're right so to do. 
It matters nothing to you that the murdered 
man may have been a worse man than the 
murderer. You're right there, too. You look 
to the motive that inspired the crime. Is it 
greed or revenge ? Then you say, " This man 
must die." God grant that such horror of 
murder may survive among us.' There was a 
murmur of assent. 

' But it is possible to kill without drawing 
blood. We may be murderers and never 
suspect the awfulness of our crime. To wither 
with suspicion, to blast witi scorn, to dog with 
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cruel hints, to torture with hai'd looks — this is 
to kill without blood. Did you ever think of 
it ? There are worse hangmen than ever stood 
on the gallows/ 

' Ay, but he's shappin' to hang hissel',' 
muttered Matthew Branthwaite. And there 
was some inaudible muttering among the 
others. 

' I know what you mean,' Ealph continued. 
'That the guilty man whom the law cannot 
touch is rightly brought under the ban of his 
fellows. Yes, it is Heaven's justice.' 

Sim crept closer to Ealph, and trembled 
perceptibly. 

' Men — hearken again,' said Kalph. ' You 
know I've spoken up for Sim,'— and he put his 
great arm about the tailor's shoulders ; ' but 
you don't know that I have never asked him, 
and he has never said, whether he is innocent 
or not. The guilty man may be in this room, 
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and he may not be Simeon Stagg. But if he 

were my own brother — my own father ' 

Old Matthew's pipe had gone out ; he was 
puffing at the dead shaft. Sim rose up ; his 
look of abject misery had given place to a look 
of defiance ; he stamped on the floor— 

* Let me go ; let me go,' he cried. 
Eobbie Anderson came up and took him by 

the hand ; but Sim's brain seemed rent in twain, 
and in a burst of hysterical passion he fell 
back into his seat, and buried his head in his 
breast. 

* He'll be hanged with the foulest coUier 
yet,' growled one of the men. It was Joe Garth 
again. He was silenced once more. The others 
had begun to relent. 

' I've not yet asked him if he is innocent,' 
continued Ealph ; * but this persecution drives 
me to it, and I ask him now.' 

* Yes, yes,' cried Sim, raising his head, and 

VOL. I. H 
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revealing an awful countenance. A direful 
memory seemed to haunt every feature. 

'Do you know the murderer? ' 

' I do — ^that is — ^what am I saying ? — let me 
go.' 

Sim had got up, and was tramping across 
the floor. Ealph got up too, and faced him. 

' It is your duty, in the sight of Heaven, to 
give that man's name.' 

' No, no ; Heaven forbid,' cried Sim. 

' It is your duty to yourself and to ' 

' I care nothing for myself.' 

'And to your daughter — think of that. 
Would you tarnish the child's name with the 
sin laid on the father's ? ' 

' God in heaven help me,' cried Sim, 
tremulous with emotion. ' Ealph, Ealph, ask 
me no more — you don't know what you ask.* 

' It is your duty to Heaven, I say.' 

He put his hand on Sim's shoulder, and 
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looked steadily in his eyes. With a fearful cry 
Sim broke from his grasp, sprung to the door, 
and in an instant was lost in the darkness 
without. Ealph stood where Sim had left him, 
transfixed by some horrible consciousness. A 
slow paralysis seemed to possess all his senses. 
What had he read in those eyes that seemed to 
live before him still ? 

'Good-neet,' said old Matthew, as he got 
up and trudged out. Most of the company rose 
to go. ' Good-night,' said more than one, but 
Kalph answered nothing. Eobbie Anderson 
was last. 

'Good-night, Ealph,' he said. His gruff 
voice was thick in his throat. 

* Aye, good- night, lad,' Ealph answered, 
vacantly. 

Eobbie had got to the door, and was leaning 
with one hand on the door-frame. Coming 
back, he said — 

h2 
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' Ealph, where may your father be to-night ? ' 

' At Gaskarth — it's market day — he took 
the last shearing.' 

He spoke like one in a sleep. Then Bobbie 
left him. 

* Is Eotha ready to go ? ' he asked. 
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CHAPTEE V. 

THE EMPTY SADDLE* 

* The night has been unruly : . . . 
Lamentings heard i' the air ; strange screams of death/ 

Machethk 

The storm was now all but over. The moou 
shone clear, and the clouds that scudded across 
its face were few. Lauvellen, to the east, was 
visible to the summit ; and Eaven Craig, to the 
west, loomed black before the moon. A 
cutting wind still blew, and a frost had set in 
sharp and keen. Already the sleet that had 
fallen was frozen in sheets along the road, 
which was thereby made almost impassable 
even to the sure footsteps of the mountaineer. 
The trees no longer sighed and moaned with 
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the wind ; on the stiffening firs lay beads of 
frozen snow, and the wind as it passed through 
them soughed. The ghylls were fuller and 
louder, and seemed to come from every hill ; 
the gullocks overflowed, but silence was steal- 
ing over the streams, and the deeper rivers 
seemed scarcely to flow. 

Ealph and Eotha walked side by side to 
Shoulthwaite Moss. It was useless for the girl 
to return to Fornside, Ealph had said. Her 
father would not be there, and the desolate 
house was no place for her on a night like this. 
She must spend the night under his mother's 
charge. 

They had exchanged but few words on 
setting out. The tragedy of her father's life 
was settling on the girl's heart with a nameless 
misery. It is the first instinct of the child's 
nature to look up to the parent as its refuge, 
its tower of strength. That bulwark may be 
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shattered before the world, and yet to the 
child's intuitive feeling it may remain the same. 
Proudly, steadfastly the child heart continues 
to look up to the wreck that is no wreck in 
the eyes of its love. Ah ! how well it is if the 
undeceiving never comes ! But when all that 
seemed strong, when all that seemed true, be- 
comes to the unveiled vision weak and false, 
what word is there that can represent the sad- 
ness of the revealment ? 

* Do you think, Ealph, that I could bear a 
terrible answer if I were to ask you a terrible 
question ? ' 

Eotha broke the silence between them with 
these words. Ealph replied promptly — 

' Yes, I do. What would you ask ? ' 

The girl appeared powerless to proceed. 
She tried to speak and stopped, withdrawing 
her words and framing them afresh, as though 
fearful of the bluntness of her own inquiry. 
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Her companion perceived her distress, and 
coming to her relief with a cheerier tone, he 
said — 

' Don't fear to ask, Eotha. I think I can 
guess your question. You want to know 
if ' 

* Ealph,' the girl broke in hurriedly — she 
could better bear to say the word herself than 
to hear him say it — * Ealph, he is my father, 
and that has been enough. I could not love 
him the less whatever might happen. I have 
never asked him — anything. He is my father, 
and though he be — whatever he may be — he 
is my father stilly you know. But, Ealph, tell 
me — ^you say I can bear it — and I can — I feel 
I can now — tell me, Ealph, was it poor father 
after all?' 

Eotha had stopped and covered up her face 
in her hands. Ealph stopped too. His voice 
was deep and thick as he answered slowly — 
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- No, Eotha, it was not/ 

' Not father ? ' cried the girl, ' you hiow it 
was not ? ' 

' 1 know it was not.' 

The voice again was not the voice of one 
who brings glad tidings, but the words were 
themselves full of gladness for the ear on which 
they fell, and Eotha seemed almost overcome 
by her joy. She clutched Ealph's arm with 
both hands. 

* Heaven be praised ! ' she said ; * now I can 
brave anything — poor, poor father ! ' 

After this the girl almost l^apt over the 

frozen road in the ecstasy of her new-found 

» 

delight. The weight of weary months of 
gathering suspense seemed in one moment to 
have fallen from her for ever. Half laughing, 
half weeping, she bounded along, the dog 
sporting beside her. Her quick words rippled 
on the frosty air. Occasionally she en- 
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countered a flood that swept across the way 
from the hills above to the lake beneath, 
but her light foot tripped over it before a hancj 
could be offered her. Their path lay along 
the pack-horse road by the side of the mere, 
and time after time she would scud down to 
the water's edge to pluck the bracken that 
grew there, or to test the thin ice with her 
foot. She would laugh and then J)e silent, and 
then break out into laughter again. She would 
prattle to herself unconsciously and then laugh 
once more. All the world seemed made anew 
to this happy 'girl to night. 

True enough, nature meant her for a heart- 
some lass. Her hair was dark, and had a 
tangled look, as though lately caught in 
brambles or still thick with burrs. Her dark 
eyebrows and long lashes shaded the darkest of 
black-brown eyes. Her mouth was alive with 
sensibility. Every shade of feeling could play 



THE EMPTY SADDLE, 107 

upon her face. Her dress was loose and some- 
what negligently worn ; one never felt its 
l)resence or knew whether it were poor or fine. 
Her voice, though soft, was generally high 
pitched, not like the whirl of wind through the 
trees, but like its sigh through the long grass, 
and came, perhaps, to the mountain girl from 
the efibrt to converse above the sound of these 
natural voices. There was a tremor in her 
voice sometimes, and, when she was taken 
unawares, a sidelong look in her eyes. There 
was something about her in these serious 
moods that laid hold of the imagination. She 
had surely a well of strength which had been 
given for her own support and the solace of 
others at some future moment, only too 
terrible. But not to-night as she tripped along 
under the moonlight did the consciousness of 
that moment overshadow her. 

And what of Kalph, who strode solemnly 
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by her side. A change had come over him of 
late. He spoke little, and never at all of the 
scenes he had witnessed in his long campaign 
— never of his own share in them. He had 
become at once an active and a brooding man. 
The shadow of a supernatural presence seemed 
to hang over everything. To-night that sha- 
dow was t lacker than before. 

In the fulness of her joy Eotha had not 
marked the tone in which Ealph spoke when 
he gave her in a word all the new life that 
bounded in her veins. But that tone was one 
of sadness, and that word had seemed to drain 
away from veins of his some of the glad life 
that now pulsated in hers. Was it nothing 
that the outcast a^iong men whom he alone, 
save this brave girl, had championed, had con- 
vinced him of his innocence? Nothing that 
» 

the light of a glad morning had broken on the 
long night of the blithe creature by his side, 
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and brightened her young life with the promise 
of a happier future ? 

* Look, Ealph, look at the withered sedge, 
all frost-covered ! ' said Eotha, in her happiness, 
tripping up to his side with a sprig newly- 
plucked in her hand. Ealph answered her 
absently, and she rattled on to herselt^ — ' Eotha 
shall keep you, beautiful sedge 1 How you 
glisten in the moonlight I ' Then the girl 
broke out with a snatch of an old Border 
ballad — 

* Dacre's gane to the war, Willy, 
Dacre*8 gane to the war ; 
Dacre*s lord has crossed the ford^ 
And left us for the war/ 

* Poor father,' she said more soberly, * poor 
father ; but he'll come back home now — come 
back to our own home again ; ' and then, un- 
conscious of the burden of her song, she sang — 

' Naworth*s halls are dead, Willy, 
Naworth's halls are dead ; 
One lonely foot sounds on the keep, 
And that's the warder's tread,' 
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The moon shone clearly ; the tempest had 
lulled, and the silvery voice of the girl was all 
that could be heard above the distant rumble 
of the ghylls and the beat of Ealph's heavy 
footsteps. In a moment Eotha seemed to 
become conscious that her companion was sad, 
as well as silent. How had this escaped her so 
long, she thought. 

* But you don't seem quite so glad, Ealph,' 
she said, in an altered tone, half of inquiry, 
half of gentle reproach, as of one who felt that 
her joy would have been the more if another 
had shared it. 

' Don't I ? Ah, but I am glad — that is, I'm 
glad your father won't need old Mattha's bull- 
grips,' he said, with an attempt to laugh at his 
own pleasantry. 

How hollow the laugh sounded on his own 
ears ! It was not what his father would have 
called heartsome. What was this sadness that 
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was stealing over him and stiffening every 
sense ? Had he yet realised it in all its ful- 
ness? Ealph shook himself and struck his 
hand on his breast, as though driving out the 
cold. He could not drive out the fore- 
boding that had taken a seat there since Sim 
looked last in his eyes, and cried ' Let 
me go/ 

Laddie frisked about them, and barked 
back at the echo of his own voice, that re- 
sounded through the clear air from the hollow 
places in the hills. They had not far to go 
now. The light of the kitchen window at 
Shoulthwaite would be seen from the turn of 
the road. Only through yonder belt of trees 
that overhung the * lonnin,' and they would be 
in the court of Angus Eay's homestead. 

* Ealph,' said Kotha — she had walked in 
silence for some little time — ' all the sorrow of 
my life seems gone. You have driven it all 
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away.' Her tremulous voice belied the light 
laugh that followed. 

He looked down at her tear-dimmed eyes. 
Was her great sorrow indeed gone ? Had he 
driven it away from her ? If so, was it not all, 
and more, being gathered up into his own 
heart instead ? Was it not so ? 

* You have borne it bravely, Eotha — ^very 
bravely,' he answered. * Do you think, now, 
that I could have borne it as you have 
done ? ' 

There was a tremor in his tone, and a 
tenderness of expression in his face that Eotha 
had never before seen there. 

' Bear it as I have done ? ' she repeated. 
* There is nothing you could not bear.' And 
her radiant face was lit up in that white moon- 
light with a perfect sunshine of beauty. 

* I don't know, Eotha, my girl,' he an- 
swered falteringly ; * I don't know — yet.' The 
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last words were spoken with his head dropped 
on to his breast. 

Eotha stepped in front of him, and, putting 
her hand on his shoulder, stopped him and 
looked searchingly in his face. 

* What is this sadness, Ealph ? Is there 
something you have not told me — something 
behind, which, when it comes, will take the joy 
out of this glad news you give me ? ' 

' I could not be so cruel as that, Eotha — do 
you think I could ? ' 

A smile was playing upon his features as 
he smoothed her hair over her forehead and 
drew forward the loose hood that had fetUen 
from it. 

' And there is nothing to come after — 
nothing ? ' 

* Nothing that need mar your happiness, 
my girl, or disturb your love. You love your 
father, do you not ? ' 

VOL. I. I 
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'Better than all the world!' Eotha an- 
swered impulsively. ' Poor father ! ' 

' Better than all the world,' echoed Ealph 
vacantly, and with something like a sigh. Her. 
impetuous words seemed to touch him deeply, 
and he repeated them once more, but they died 

away on his lips. * Better than all the ' 

Then they walked on. 

They had almost reached the belt of trees 
that overhung the road. 

' Ealph,' said Eotha, pausing, ' may I — kiss 
you ? ' 

He stooped and kissed her on the forehead. 
Then the weight about his heart seemed 
heavier than before. By that kiss he felt that 
between him and the girl at his side there was 
a chasm that might never be bridged. Had he 
loved her? He hardly knew; he had never 
put it to himself so. Did she not love him .? 
He could not doubt it. And her kiss ! yes, it 
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was the kiss of love ; but what love ? The 
frank, upturned face answered him but too 
well. 

They were within the shadow of the trees 
now, and could see the lights at Shoulthwaite. 
In two minutes more their journey would be 
done. 

* Take my hand, Kotha ; you might slip on 
the frosty road in darkness like this/ 

The words were scarcely spoken, when 
Kotha gave a Httle cry and stumbled. In an 
instant Ealph's arm was about her, and she had 
regained her feet. 

' What is that ? ' she said, trembling with 
fear and turning backwards. 

' A drift of frozen sleet, no doubt,' Kalph 
said, kicking with his foot at the spot where 
Kotha slipped. 

' No, no,' she answered, trembling now with 
some horrible apprehension. 

i2 
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Ealph had stepped back and was leaning 
over something that lay across the road. The 
dog was snuffling at it. 

* What is it ? ' said Eotha nervously. 

He did not answer. He was on his knees 
beside it : his hands were on it. There was a 
moment of agonising suspense. 

* What is it ? ' Eotha repeated. 

Still there came no reply. Ealph had 
risen, but he knelt again. His breath was 
coming fast. Eotha thought she could hear 
the beating of his heart. 

' 0, but I must know,' cried the girl. And 
she stepped backward as though to touch for 
herself the thing that lay there. 

'Nothing,' said Ealph, rising and taking 
her firmly by the hand that she had out- 
stretched. ' Nothing — a sack of corn has fallen 
from the waggon, nothing more.' He spoke in 
a hoarse whisper. 
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He drew her forward a few paces, but she 
stopped. The dog was standing where Kalph 
had knelt, and was howling wofuUy. 

' Laddie, come here,' Kalph said ; ' Eotha, 
come away.' 

' I could bear the truth, Ealph — ^I think I 
could,' she answered. 

He put his arm about her, and drew her 
along without a word. She felt his powerful 
frame quiver, and his strong voice die within 
him. She guessed the truth. She knew this 
man as few had known him — as none other 
could know him. 

' Go back, Ealph,' she said ; * I'll hurry on.' 
And still the dog howled behind them. 

Ealph seemed not to hear her, but con- 
tinued to walk by her side. Her heart sank 
and she looked piteously into his face. 

And now the noise reached them of hurry- 
ing footsteps in front. People ^ere coming 
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towards them from the house. Lanterns were 
approaching them. In another moment they 
were in the court. All was astir. The whole 
household seemed gathered there, and in the 
middle of the yard stood the mare Betsy, sad- 
dled but riderless — her empty wool creels 
strapped to her sides. 

* Thank heaven, here is Kalph,' said Willy. 
He was standing bare-headed with the bridle in 
his hand. 

'Bless thee,' cried Mrs. Eay, as her son 
came up to her. 'Here is the mare back 
home, my lad, but where is thy father ? ' 

'The roads are bad to-night, mother,' 
Kalph said, with a violent effort to control the 
emotion that was surging up to his throat. 

' God help us, Ealph ; you can't mean that/ 
said Willy, catching his brother's drift. 

' Give me the lantern, boy,' said Ealph to a 
youDg cowherd that stood near. ' Eotha, my 
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lass, take mother into the house.' Then he 
stepped up to where his mother stood, petrified 
with dismay, and kissed her tenderly. He had 
rarely done so before. The good dame under- 
stood him and wept. Eotha put her arms 
about the mother's neck and kissed her too, and 
helped her in. 

Willy was unmanned. *You don't mean 
that you know that father ' 

He could say no more. Ealph had raised 
the lantern to the level of the mare's creels to 
remove the strap that bound them, and the 
light had fallen on his face. 

' Ealph, is he hurt — much hurt ? ' 

' He is— dead ! ' 

Willy fell back as one that had been dealt 
a blow. 

* God help me ! God help me ! ' he cried. 

' Give me the reins,' said Ralph, * and be 
here when I come back. I can't be long. 
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Keep the door of the kitchen shut — mother is 
there. Go into his room, and see that all is 
I'eady.' 

' No, no, I can't do that/ Willy was shud- 
dering visibly. 

' Remain here, at least, and give no warn- 
ing when I return.' 

^ Take me with you, Ealph ; I can't stay 
here alone.' 

' Take the lantern, then,' said Ealph. 

And the brothers walked with the mare 
between them, to where the path was, under 
the shadow of the trees. What shadow had 
fallen that night on their life's path which Time 
might never raise ^ Again and again the horse 
slipped its foot on the frozen road. Again and 
again Willy would have stopped and turned 
back; but he went on — he dared not to leave 
his brother's side. The dog howled in front of 
them. They reached the spot at last. 
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Angus Eay lay there, his face downwards. 

The mighty frame was still and cold and stiff as 

the ice beneath it. The strong man had fallen 

from the saddle on to his head, and, dislocating 

his neck, had met with instant death. Close 

at hand were the marks of the horse's sliding 

hoofs* She had cast one of her shoes in the 
fall, and there it lay. Her knees, too, were 

still bleeding. 

' Give me the lantern, Willy,' said Ealph, 

going down on his knees to feel the heart. He 

had laid his hand on it before, and knew too 

w^ell it did not beat. But he opened the cloak 

and tried once more. Willy was walking to 

and fro across the road, not daring to look 

down. And in the desolation of that moment 

the great heart of his brother failed him too, 

and he dropped his head over the cold breast 

beside which he knelt, and from eyes unused to 

weep the tears fell hot upon it. 
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'Take the knteru again, Willy,' Ealph 
said, getting up. Then he lifted the body oq 
to the back of the mare that stood quietly by 
their side. 

As he did so a paper shipped away from the 
breast of the dead man. Willy picked it up, 
and, seeing ' Ealph Eay ' written on the back 
of it, he handed it to his brother, who thrust it 
into a pocket unread. 

Then the two walked back, their dread 
burden between them. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

THE HOUSE ON THE MOSS. 

When the dawn of another day rose over 
Shoulthwaite a great silence had fallen on the 
old house on the moss. The man who had 
made it what it was — the man who had been 
its vital spirit — slept his last deep sleep in the 
bedroom known as the kitchen loft. Through- 
out forty years his had been the voice first 
heard in that mountain home when the earliest 
gleams of morning struggled through the deep 
recesses of the low mullioned windows. Perhaps 
on the day following market day he sometimes 
lay an hour longer ; but his stern rule of life 
spared none, and himself least of all. If at 
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sixty his powerful limbs were less supple than 
of old, if his Jove-like head with its flowing 
beard had become tipped with the hoar frost, 
he had relaxed nothing of his rigid self-govern- 
ment on that account. When the clock in the 
kitchen had struck ten at night, Angus had 
risen up, whatever his occupation, whatever 
his company, and retired to rest. And the day 
had hardly dawned when he w^as astir in the 
morning, rousing first the men and next the 
women of his household. Every one had 
waited for his call. There had been no sound 
more familiar than that of his firm footstep, 
followed by the occasional creak of the old 
timbers, breaking the early stillness. That 
footstep would be heard no more. 

Dame Ray sat in a chair before the kitchen 
fire. She had sat there the whole night 
through, moaning sometimes, but speaking 
hardly at all. Sleep had not come near her. 
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yet she scarcely seemed to be awake. Last 
night's shock had more than half shattered her 
senses, but it had flashed upon her mind a 
vision of her whole life. Only half conscious 
of what was going on about her, she saw 
vividly as in a glass the incidents of those 
bygone years, that had lain so long unremem- 
bered. The little cottage under Castenand ; 
her old father playing his fiddle, in the quiet 
of a summer evening; herself, a fresh young 
maiden, busied about him with a hundred 
tender cares ; then a great sorrow and a dead 
waste of silence — all this appeared to belong to 
some earlier existence. And then the sun had 
seemed to rise on a fuller life that came later. 
A holy change had come over her, and to 
her transfigured feeling the world looked dif- 
ferent. But that bright sun had set now, and 
all around was gloom. Slowly she swayed 
herself to and fro hour after hour in her chair. 
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as one by one these memories came back to 
her — came and went and came again. 

On Eotha the care of the household had 
fallen. The young girl had sat long by the 
old dame overnight, holding her hand and 
speaking softly to her between the outbursts of 
her own grief. She had whispered something 
about brave sons who would yet be her great 
stay, and then the comforter herself had needed 
comfort and her voice of solace had been 
stilled. When the daylight came in at the 
covered windows Eotha rose up unrefreshed; 
but with a resolute heart she set herself to the 
duties that had dropped so unexpectedly upon 
her. She put the spinning-wheel into the neuk 
window-stand and the woo- wheel against the 
wall. They would not be wanted now. She 
cleared the sconce and took down the flitches 
that hung from the rannel-tree to dry. Then 
she cooked the early breakfast of oatmeal por- 
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ridge, and took the milk that the boy brought 
from the cowshed and put it into the dishes 
that she had placed on the long oak table 
which stretched across the kitchen. 

Willy Eay had been coming and going most 
of the night from the kitchen to his own room 
— a little carpeted closet of a bedroom that 
went out from the first landing on the stairs, 
and looked up to the ghyll at the back. The 
wee place was more than his sleeping room ; 
he had his books there, but he had neither 
slept nor read that night. He wandered about 
aimlessly, with the eyes of one walking in his 
sleep, breaking out sometimes into a little 
hysterical scream,, followed by a shudder, and 
then a sudden disappearance. Death had come 
to him for the first time, and in a fearful guise. 
Its visible presence appalled him. He was as 
feeble as a child now. He was ready to lean 
on the first strong human arm that ofiered, and 



128 THE SHADOW OF A CRIME. 

though Eotha understood but vaguely the 
troubles that beset his mind, her quick instinct 
found a sure way to those that lay heavy at his 
heart. She comforted him with what good 
words she could summon, and he came again 
and again to her with his odd fancies and his 
recollections of the poor feeble philosophy which 
he had gleaned from books. The look in the 
eyes of this simple girl and the touch of her 
hand made death less fearsome than anything 
besides. Willy seemed to lean on Eotha, and 
she on her part appeared to grow stronger as 
she felt this. 

Ealph had gone to bed much as usual the 
night before — after he had borne upstairs what 
lay there. He was not seen again until morn- 
ing, and when he came down and stood for a 
moment over his mother's chair, as she sat 
gazing steadfastly into the fire, Eotha was 
stooping over the pan with the porridge thivle 
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in her hand. She looked up into his face, while 
his hand rested with a speechless sympathy on 
his mother's arm, and she thought that, mingled 
with a softened sorrow, there was something 
like hope there. The sadness of last night was 
neither in his face nor in his voice. He was 
even quieter than usual, but he appeared to 
have grown older in the few hours that had 
intervened. Nevertheless, he went through his 
ordinary morning's work about the homestead 
with the air of one whose mind was with him 
in what he did. After breakfast he took his 
staff out of the corner and set out for the hills, 
his dog beside him. 

During the day, Eotha, with such neigh- 
bourly help as it was the custom to tender, did 
all the little offices incident to the situation. 
She went in and out of the chamber of the 
dead, not without awe, but without fear. She 
had only once before looked on death, or, if 
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she had seen it twice before this day, her first 
sight of it was long ago, in that old time of 
which memory scarcely held a record, when she 
was carried in her father's arms into a darkened 
room like this, and held for a moment over the 
white face that she knew to be the face of her 
mother. But, unused as she had been to scenes 
made solemn by death, she appeared to know 
her part in this one. 

Intelligence of the disaster that had fallen 
on the household at Shoultbwaite Moss was not 
long in circulating through Wythburn. One 
after another, the shepherds and their wives 
called in, and were taken to the silent room 
upstairs. Some offered such rude comfort as 
their sympathetic hearts but not too fecund 
intellects could devise, and as often as not it 
was sorry comfort enough. Some stood all but 
speechless, only gasping out at intervals, ' Deary 
me.* Others, again, seemed aflSicted with what 



THE HOUSE ON THE MOSS. 131 

old Matthew Branthwaite called ' doddering ' 
and a fit of the ' gapes.' 

It was towards nightfall when Matthew 
himself came to Shoulthwaite. ' I'm the Dame's 
auldest neighbour,' he had said at the Eed Lion 
that afternoon, when the event of the night 
previous had been discussed. ' It's nobbut 
reet 'at I should gang alang to her this awesome 
day. She'll be glad of the neighbourhood of 
an auld friend's crack.' They were at their 
evening meal of sweet broth when Matthew's 
knock came to the door, followed, without much 
interval, by his somewhat gaunt figure on the 
threshold. ' 

' Come your ways in,' said Mrs. Eay. ' And 
how fend you, Mattha ? ' 

* For mysel' I's gaily. Are ye middlin' 
weel ? ' the old man said. 

' I'm a lang way better, but I'm going you 
way too. It's far away the bainer way for me 
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now.' And Mrs. Eay put her apron to her 
eyes. 

' Ye'll na boune yit, Mary,' said Matthew. 
^ Ye'll na boune yon way for mony a lang year 
yit. So dunnet ye beurt, Mary.' 

Mattha's blubbering tones somewhat dis- 
credited his stoical advice. 

Eotha had taken down a cup, and put the 
old man to sit between herself and Willy, facing 
Mrs. Ray. 

*I met Ealph in the morning part,'. said 
Matthew ; ' he telt me all the ins and outs aboot 
it. I reckon he were going to the kirk garth 
aboot the berryin'.' 

Mrs. Eay raised her apron to her eyes again. 
Willy got up and left the room. He at least 
was tortured by this kind of comfort. 

' He's of the bettermer sort, he is,' said 
Matthew with a motion of his head towards the 
door at which Willy had gone out. ' He tak.s 
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it bad, does Willy. Ralph was chapfallen a 
laal bit, but not ower much. Deary me, but 
ye've gat all sorts of sons though you've nobbut 
two. Weel, weel,' he added, as though re-* 
conciling himself to Willy's tenderness and 
Ealph's hardness of heart, 'if there were na 
fells there wad be na dales.' 

Matthew had turned over his cup to denote 
that his meal was finished. The dame rose and 
resumed her seat by the fire. During the day 
she had been more cheerful, but with the return 
of the night she grew again silent, and rocked 
herself in her chair. 

' It's just t'edge o' dark, lass,' said Matthew 
to Eotha while filling his pipe. * Wilt thoo fetch 
the cannels ? ' 

The candles were brought, and the old man 
lit his pipe from one of them and sat down with 
Mrs. Ray before the fire. 

'Dus'ta mind when Angus coomt first to 



134 THE SHADOW OF A CRIME. 

these parts ? ' he said. * / do reet weel. I can 
a' but fancy I see him now at the manor al 
court at Deer Garth Bottom. What a man he 
was to be sure ! Ealph's nobbut a bit boy to 
what his father was then. Folks say father and 
son are as like as peas, but nowt of the sort. Ye 
could nivver hev matched Angus in yon days 
for limb and wind. Na, ner sin* nowther. And 
there was yan o' the lasses frae Castenand had 
set een on Angus, but she niwer let wit. As 
bonny a lass as there was in the country side, 
she was. They say beauty withoot bounty's 
but bauch, but she was good a' roond. She 
was greetly thought on. Dus'ta mind I was 
amang the lads that went ahint her — ^I was, 
myser. But she wad hev nowt wi' me ; she 
trysted wid Angus ; so I went back home and 
broke the click reel of my new loom straight 
away. And its parlish odd IVe not lived 
marraless iver sin'.* 
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This reminiscence of his early and all but 
only love adventure seemed to touch a sensi- 
tive place in the old man's nature, and he 
pulled for a time more vigorously at his pipe. 

Mrs. Ray still sat gazing into the fire, hardly 
heeding the old weaver's garrulity, and letting 
him chatter on as he pleased. Occasionally 
she would look anxiously over her shoulder to 
ask Eotha if Ealph had got back, and on re- 
ceiving answer that he had not yet been seen, 
she would resume her position, and, with an 
absent look in her eyes, gaze back into the fire. 
When a dog's bark would be heard in the dis- 
tance above the sound of the wind, she would 
break into consciousness afresh, and bid Eotha 
prepare the supper. But still Ealph' did not 
come. Where could he be ? 

It was growing late when Matthew got up 
to go. He had tried his best to comfort his 
old neighbour in her sorrow. He had used up 
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all his saws and proverbs that were in the re- 
motest degree appropriate to the occasion, and 
he had thrown in a few that were not remark- 
able for appositeness or compatibility. All 
alike had passed by unheeded. The. dame had 
taken the good will for the good deed, and 
had not looked the gift-horses too closely in 
the mouth. 

* Good-night, Mattha Branthet,' she said, 
in answer to his good-bye ; ' good-night, and 
God bless thee.' 

Matthew had opened the door and was 
looking out, preparatory to his final leave- 
taking. 

' The sky's ower-kessen to-neet,' he said. 
* There's na moon yit, and t'wind's high as 
iver. Good-neet, Mary ; it's like ye'll be a' 
thrang eneuf to-morrow wi' the feast for the 
benyin', and it's like eneuf ma mistress and 
laal Liza will be ower at the windin'.' 
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The dame sighed audibly. 

* And keep up a blithe heait, Mary. Ee- 
member, he that has gude crops may thole 
some thistles.' 

When the door had closed behind the 
weaver, Willy came back to the kitchen from 
his little room. 

' Ealph not home yet? ' he said, addressing 
Eotha. 

' Not yet,' the girl answered, trying vainly 
to conceal some uneasiness. 

' I wonder what Eobbie Anderson wanted 
with him. He was here twice, you know, in 
the morning. And the schoolmaster — what 
could little Monsey have to say that he looked 
so eager ? It is not his way.' 

' Be sure it was nothing out of the common,' 
said Eotha. ' What happened last night makes 
us all so nervous.' 

' True ; but there was a strange look about 
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both of them — at least I thought so, though I 
didn't heed it then. They say misfortunes 
never come singly. I wish Ralph were home.' 

Mrs. Eay had risen from her seat at the 
fire, and was placing one of the candles upon a 
«mall table that stood before the neuk window. 

With her back to the old dame, Eotha put 
her finger on her lip as a motion to Willy to 
say no more. 



SIM'S CAVE, 139 



CHAPTEE Vn. 



SIMS CAVE. 



When Ealph retired to his own room on the 
night of his father's death there lay a heavier 
burden at his heart than even that dread oc- 
currence could lodge there. To such a man as 
he was, death itself was not so terrible but that 
many passions could conquer the fear of it. 
As for his father, he had not tasted death ; he 
had not seen it ; his death was but a word ; 
and the grave was not deep. No, the grave 
was not deep. Ah, what sting lay in that 
thought ! — what fresh sting lay there ! 

Ealph called up again the expression on the 
face of Simeon Stagg as he asked him in the 
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inn that night (how long ago it seemed !) to 
give the name of the man who had murdered 
Wilson. ' It's your duty in the sight of heaven/ 
he had said ; ' would you tarnish the child's 
name with the guilt laid on the father's ? ' 
Then there had come into Sim's eyes some- 
thing that gave a meaning to his earlier words, 
' Ealph, you don't know what you ask.' Ah, 
did he not know now but too well ? E^lph 
walked across the room with a sense as of a 
great burden of guilt weighing him down. 
The grave was not deep — 0, would it were, 
would it were ! Would that the grave were 
the end of all! But no, it was as the old 
book said, when one dies, those who survive 
ask what he has left behind; the angel who 
bends above him asks what he has sent before. 
And the father who had borne him in his 
arms — ^whom he had borne — what had he sent 
before ? 
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Ealph tramped heavily to and fro. His dog 
slept on the mat outside his door, and, unused 
to such continued sounds within, began to 
scrape and growl. 

After all, there was no certain evidence yet. 
To-morrow morning he would go up the fell 
and see Sim alone. He must know the truth. 
If it concerned him as closely as he divined, 
the occasion to conceal it was surely gone by 
with this night's event. Then Eobbie Ander- 
son — ^what did he mean? Ealph recalled 
some dim memory of the young dalesman 
asking about his father. Eobbie was kind to 
Sim, too, when the others shunned him. What 
did it all mean ? 

With a heavy heart, Ealph began to un- 
dress. He had unbelted himself and thrown 
off his jerkin, when he thought of the paper 
that had fallen from his father's open breast 
as he lifted him on to the mare. What was 
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it ? Yes, there it was in his pocket, and with 
a feverish anxiety Ralph opened it. 

Had he clung to any hope that the black 
cloud that appeared to be hanging over him 
would not, after all, envelope him? Alas! 
that last vestige of hope must leave him. The ' 
paper was a warrant for his own arrest on a 
charge of treason. It had been issued at the 
court of the high constable at Carlisle, and set 
forth that Ealph Eay had conspired to subvert 
the government of his sovereign while a captain 
in the trained bands of the rebel army of the 
'late usurper.' It was signed and counter- 
signed, and was marked for the service of 
James Wilson, King's agent. It was dated, 
too ; yes, two days before Wilson's death. 

All was over now ; this was the beginning 
of the end ; the shadow had fallen. By that 
paradox of nature which makes disaster itself 
less hard to bear than the apprehension of 
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disaster, Ealph felt relieved when he knew the 
worst. There was much of the mystery still 
unexplained, but the morrow would reveal it ; 
and Ealph lay down to sleep, and rose at day- 
break, not with a lighter, but with an easier 
heart. 

When he took up his shepherd's staff that 
morning, he turned towards Fornside Fell. 
Eising out of the Vale of Wanthwaite, the fell 
half faced the purple heights of Blencathra. 
It was brant from side to side, and as rugged 
as steep. Ealph did not ascend the screes, Iwit 
went up by Castle Eock, and walked north- 
wards among the huge boulders. The frost 
lay on the loose fragments of rock, and made a 
firm but perilous causeway. The sun was 
shining feebly and glinting over the frost. It 
had sparkled among the icicles that hung in 
Styx Ghyll as he passed, and the ravine had 
been hard to cross. The hardy black sheep of 
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the mountains bleated in the cold from unseen 
places, and the wind carried their call away 
until it died off into a moan. 

When Ealph got well within the shadow 
cast on to the fell from the protruding head of 
the Castle Eock, he paused and looked about 
him. Yes, he was somewhat too high. He 
began to descend. The rock's head sheltered 
him from the wind now, and in the silence he 
could hear the thud of a pick or hammer, an,d 
then the indistinct murmur of a man's voice 
singing. It was Sim's voice ; and here was 
Sim's cave. It was a cleft in the side of the 
mountain high enough and broad enough for a 
man to pass in. Great boulders stood above 
and about it. 

The sun could never ^hine into it. A huge 
rpck stood alone and apparently unsupported 
near its mouth, as though aeons long gone by 
an iceberg had perched it there. The dog 
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would have bounded in upon Sim where he 
sat and sang at his work, but Ealph checked 
him with a look. Inexpressibly eerie sounded 
the half-buried voice of the singer in that 
solitary place. The weird ditty suited well 
with both. 

^ She lean'd her head against a thorn, 

The ftun shines fair on Carlisle wo*; 
And there she has her young babe born, 

And the lyon shall he lord of a\ 

* She's howket a grave by the light o' the moon, 

Hie sun shines fair on Carlisle wcH ; 
And there she's buried her sweet babe in, 

And the lyon shall he lord of a\' 

The singer stopped, as though conscious of the 
presence of a listener, and looking up from 
where he sat on a round block of timber, cut- 
ting up a similar block into firewood, he saw 

Ealph Eay leaning on his staff near the cave's 
mouth. He had already heard of the sorrow 
that had fallen 6n the household at Shoul- 
thwaite. With an unspeakable look of sym- 
pathy in his wild, timid eyes, as though some 
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impulse of affection urged him to throw his 
arms about Ralph and embrace him, while 
some sense of shame impelled him to kneel at 
his feet, Sim approached him, and appeared to 
make an effort to speak. But he could say 
nothing. Ealph understood his silence, and 
was grateful for it. They went into the cave, 
and sat down in the dusk. 

' You can tell me all about it, now,' Ralph 
said, without preamble of any sort, for each 
knew well what lay closest at the other's heart. 
' He is gone now, and we are here together 
with none but ourselves to hear/ 

' I knew you must know it one day,' Sim 
said, ' but I tried hard to hide it from you — I 
did, believe me, I tried hard — I tried, but it 
was not to be.' 

' It is best so,' Ralph answered ; ' you must 
not bear the burden of guilt that is not your 
own.' 
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*I'm no better than guilty, myself,' said 
Sim. ' I don't reckon myself innocent ; not I. 
No, I don't reckon myself innocent.' 

' I think I understand you, Sim, but you 
were not guilty of the deed ? ' 

* No, but I might have been — I might, but 
for an accident — the accident of a moment ; but 
I've thought sometimes tiiat the crime is not in 
the deed, but the intention. No, Ealph, I am 
the guilty man, after all : your father had never 
thought of the crime, not he ; but I had brooded 
over it.' 

* Did you go out that night intending to do 
it ? ' Ealph said. 

' Yes — at least I think I did — but I don't 
feel sure — my mind was in a broil — ^I hardly 
knew what I meant to do. If Wilson had told 
me as I met him in the road — as I intended to 
meet him — that he had come back to do what 
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he nad threatened to do so often — ^then — ^yes, 
iJien^ I must have done it — I mxist! 

' What had he threatened ? ' Ealph asked^ 

9 

but there was no note of inquiry in his voice. 
' Whom did it concern ? ' 

'It concerned yourself, Ealph,' said Sim, 
turning his head aside. ' But no matter about 
that,' he added. * It's over now, it is.' 

Ralph drew out of his pocket the paper that 
had fallen from his father's breast. 

* Is this what you mean ? ' he said, handing 
it to Sim. 

Sim carried it to the light to read it. Ee- 
tuming to where Ealph sat, he cried in a shrill 
voice — 

' Then he had come back to do it. God, 
why should it be murder to kill a scoundrel ^ ' 

* Did you know nothing of this until now ? ' 
' Nothing. Wilson threatened it, as I say ; 

he told me he'd hang you on the nearest gibbet, 
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he did — ^you who'd saved his life — ^leastways, so 
they say — the barren-hearted monster ! ' 

' It's ill-luck to serve a bad man, Sim. 
Well ? ' 

'I never quite thought he'd do it, no, I 
never did quite think it. Why is it not a good 
deed to kill a bad man ? ' 

' How did it happen, Sim ? ' said Ealph. 

' I hardly know — that's the truth. You 
mind well enough it was the day that Abraham 
Coward, my landlord, called for his rent. It 
was the day the poor woman and her two wee 
barns took shelter with me. You looked in on 
me that night, you remember. Well, when 
you left me — do you recollect how ? ' 

' Yes, Sim.' 

' My heart was fair maizelt before, but that 
— that — ^kiss infected my brain. I must have 
been mad, Ealph, that's the fact, when I 
thought of what the man meant to do to the 
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only friend I had left in the world — my own 
friend and my poor little girl's. I went out 
into the lanes and wandered about. It was 
very dark. Suddenly the, awful thought came 
back upon me, it did. I was standing at the 
cross ways, where the road goes off to Gaskarth. 
I knew Wilson must come by that road. Some- 
thing commanded me to walk on. I had been 
halting, but now a dreadful force compelled me 
to go — ^ay, compelled me. I don't know what it 
was, but it seemed as if Fd no power against it, 
none. It stifled all my scruples, aU of them, and 
I ran — yes, ran. But I was weak, and had to 
stop for breath . My heart was beating loud, and 
I pressed my hand hard upon it as I leaned 
against the wall of the old bridge yonder. It 
went thump, thump. Then I could hear him 
coming. I knew his step. He was not far off, 
but I couldn't stir; no, not stir. My breath 
seemed all to leave me when I moved. He was 
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coming closer, he was, and in the distance 
beyont him I could hear the clatter of a horse's 
feet on the road. The man on the horse was 
far off, but he galloped, he galloped. It must 
be done now, I thought, now, or not at all. I 
— I picked up a stone that lay near, I did, and 
tried to go forward, but fell back, back. I was 
powerless. That weakness was agony, it was. 
Wilson had not reached the spot where I stood 
when the man on the horse had overtaken him. 
I heard him speak as the man rode past. Then 
I saw it was your father, and that he turned 
back. There were high words on his side, and I 
could hear Wilson's bitter laugh — you recollect 
that laugh ? ' 

' Yes, yes ; well ? ' 

' In a moment Angus had jumped from the 
horse's back — and then I heard a thud — and 
that's all.' 

. ' Is that all you know ? ' 
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* Not all — no, not all, neither. Yoiir father 
had got up into the saddle in an instant, and I 
laboured out into the middle of the road. He 
saw me and stopped. ' XeVe earned nowt of 
late,' he said ; ' tak this, my man, and gae off 
and pay your rent.' Then h6 put some money 
into my hand from his purse and galloped on. 
I thought he'd killed Wilson, and I crept along 
to look at the dead man. I couldn't find him 
at first, and groped about in the darkness till 
my hand touched his face. Then I thought he 
was alive, I did. The touch flayt me, and I 
fled away — I don't know how. Ealph, I saw 
the mark of my hand on his face when 
they drew me up to it next day in the bed- 
room of the inn. That night I paid my rent 
with your father's money, and then I went 
home.' 

* It was my father's money, then — not Wil- 
son's ? ' said Ealph. 
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' It was as I say,' Si& answered, as though 
hurt by the implication. 

Ealph put his hand on Sim's shoulder. 
Self-condemned, this poor man's conscience was 
already a whirlpool that drew everything to 
itself. 

' Tell me, Sim — that is, if you can — tell me 
how you came to suspect Wilson of these deal- 
ings.' 

As he said this Ealph tapped with his 
fingers the warrant which Sim had returned to 
him. 

' By finding that James Wilson was not his 
name.' 

' So you found that, did you ; — how ? ' 

' It was Mother Garth's doings, not mine,' 
said Sim. 

' What did she tell you ? ' 

' Nothing ; that is, nothing about Wilson 
going by a false name. No ; I found that out 
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for myself, though it was all through her that I 
found it.' 

' You knew it all that bad night in Martin- 
mas, did you not ? ' 

' That's true enough, Ealph. The old 
woman, she came one night and broke open 
Wilson's trunk, and carried off some papers — 
leastways one paper.' 

• You don't know what it was ? ' 

* No. It was in one of Wilson's bouts away 
at — &t Gaskarth, so he said. Eotha was at the 
Moss ; she hadn't come home for the night. I 
had worked till the darknin', and my eyes were 
heavy, they were, and then I had gone into the 
lanes. The night came on fast, and when I 
turned back I heard men singing and laughing 
as they came along towards me.' 

' Some topers from the Ked Lion, that was 
all ? ' 

' Yes, that was all. I jumped the dyke and 
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crossed the fields instead of taking the road. 
As I came by Fornside I saw that there was a 
light in the little room looking to the back. It 
was Wilson's room ; he would have no other. 
I thought he had got back, and I crept up — I 
don't know why — I crept up to the window and 
looked in. It was not Wilson who was there. 
It was Mrs. Garth. She had the old man's 
trunk open, and was rummaging among some 
papers at the bottom of it.' 

* Did you go in to her ? ' 

* I was afeart of the woman, Ealph ; but I 
did go in, dotherin' and stammerin'.' 

' What did she say ? ' 

' She was looking close at a paper as I 
came upon her. She started a little, but when 
she saw who it was she bashed down the lid of 
the trunk and brushed past me, with the paper 
in her hand. " You can tell him, if you like, 
that I have been here." That was all she said, 
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and before I had turned about she had gone, 

she had. What was that paper, Kalph ; do 

you know ? ' 

' Perhaps time will tell, perhaps not.' 

' There was something afoot atween those 

two — what was it ? ' 

'Can't you guess? You discovered his 

name.' 

* Wilson Garth, that was it. That was the 
name I found on his papers. Yes, I opened 
the trunk and looked at them when the woman 
had gone ; yes, I did that.' 

* You remember how she came to these 
parts ? That was before my time of remem- 
brance, but not before yours, Sim.' 

' I think they said she'd wedded a waistrel 
on the borders.' 

* Did they ever say the man was dead ? ' 
'No, I can't mind that they ever did. I 

can't mind it. He had beaten her and soured 
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her into the witch that she is now, and then 
she had run away frae him with her little one, 
Joe that now is. That was what they said, as 
I mind it.' 

' Two and two are easily put together, Sim. 
Wilson Garth, not James Wilson, was the 
man's name.' 

' And he was Mrs. Garth's husband and the 
father of Joe ? ' 

' The same, I think.' 

Sim seemed to stagger under the shock of a 
discovery that had been slow to dawn upon 
him. 

' How did it come, Ealph, that you brought 
him here when you came home from the wars ? 
Everything seems, someways, to hang on that.' 

' Everything ; perhaps even this last dis- 
aster of all.' Ealph passed his fingers through 
his hair, and then his palm across his brow. 
Sim observed a change in his friend's manner. 
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* It was wrong of me to say that, it was,' he 
said. ' I don't know that it's true, either. But 
tell me how it came about.' 

'It's a short story, old friend, and easily 
told, though it has never been told till now. I 
had done the man some service at Carlisle.' 

' Saved his life, so they say.' 

' It was a good turn, truly, but I had done 
it — at least, the first part of it — unawares. But 
that's not a short story.' 

' Tell me, Balph.' 

' It's dead and done with, like the man 
himself. What remains is not dead, and 
cannot soon be done with. Some of us must 
meet it face to face even yet. Wilson — that 
was his name in those days — was a Eoyalist 
when I encountered him. What "he had been 
before, God knows. At a moment of peril he 
took his life at the hands of a Eoundhead. He 
had been guilty of treachery to the EoyaUsts, 
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and he was afraid to return to his friends. I 
understood his position and sheltered him. 
When Carlisle fell to us he c) ung closer to me, 
and when the campaign was over he prayed to 
be permitted to follow me to these parts. I 
yielded to him reluctantly. I distrusted him, 
but I took his anxiety to be with me for 
gratitude, as he said it was. It was not that, 
Sim.' 

' Was it fear ? Was he afeart of being 
hanged by friends or foes ? Hadn't he been a 
taistrel to both ? ' 

■ 

' Partly fear, but partly greed and partly 
revenge. He was hardly a week at Shoul- 
thwaite before I guessed his secret — I couldn't 
be blind to that. When he married his young 
wife on the Borders, folks didn't use to call 
her a witch. She had a little fortune coming 
to her one day, and when she fled the prospect 
of it was lost to her husband. Wilson was in 
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no hurry to recover her while she was poor — a 
vagrant woman with his child at her breast. 
The sense of his rights as a husband became 
keener a little later. Do you remember the 
time when young Joe Garth set himself up in 
the smithy yonder ? ' 

' I do,' said Sim ; ' it was the time of the 
war. The neighbours told of some maiden 
aunt, an old crone like herself, who had left 
Joe's mother aboon a hundred pound.' 

* Wilson knew that much better than our 
neighbours. He knew, too, where his wife had 
hidden herself, as she thought, though it had 
served his turn to seem ignorant of it until 
then. Sim, he used me to get to Wythburn.' 

' Teush ! ' 

' Once here, it was not long before he had 
made his wife aware of his coming. I had 
kept an eye on him, and I knew his move- 
ments. I saw that he meant to ruin the 



SIM'S CAVE, i6i 

Garths, mother and son, to strip them and 
leave them destitute. I determined that he 
should not do it. I felt that mine was the 
blame that he was here to molest them. 
" Tamper with them," I said, "show once more 
by word or look that you know anything of 
them, and I'll hand you over as a traitor to the 
nearest sheriff." ' 

' Why didn't you do it anyhow, why didn't 
you ? ' said Sim eagerly. 

* That would have been unwise. He now 
hated me for defeating his designs.' 

' You had saved his life.' 

* He hated me none the less for that. There 
was only one way now to serve either the 
Garths or myself, and that was to keep the 
man in hand. I neither sent him away nor let 
him go.' ' 

' You were more than a match for him to 
the last,' said Sim, ' and you saved me and my 
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lass from him, too. But what about Joe Garth 
and his old mother? They don't look over 
thankful to you, they don't.' 

' They think that I brought Wilson back to 
torment them. No words of mine would upset 
the notion. I'm sorry for that, but I leave 
such mistakes for time to set right. And when 
the truth comes in such a case it comes to some 
purpose.' 

' Aye, when it comes — wlien it comes.' 
Sim spoke in an undertone, and as though 
to himself. 

' It's long in the coming sometimes, it is.' 
' It seems long, truly.' The dalesman had 
caught Sim's drift, and with his old trick of 
manner, more expressive than his words, he 
had put his hand on Sim's arm. 

' And now there is but one chance that has 
made it quite worth the while that we should 
have talked frankly on the subject, you and I, 
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and, that is the chance that others may come to 
do what Wilson tried to do. The authorities 
who issued this warrant will hardly forget that 
they issued it. There was a stranger here the 
day after the inquest. I think I know what he 
was.' 

Sim shuddered perceptibly. 

' He went away then, but we'll see him 
once more, depend upon it.' 

* Is it true, as Wilson said, that OUver's 
men are like to be taken ? ' 

' There's a spy in every village, so they say, 
and blank warrants, duly signed, in every 
sheriflf's court, ready to be filled in with any 
name that malice may suggest. These men 
mean that Puritanism shall be rooted out of 
England. We cannot be too well prepared.' 

' I wish I could save you, Ealph ; least- 
ways, I wish it were myself instead, I do.' 

' You thought to save me, old triend, when 

m2 
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you went out to meet Wilson that night three 
months ago. My father, too, he thought to 
save me when he did what he did. You were 
both rash, both wrong. You could not have 
helped me at all in that way. Poor father ! 
How little he has helped me, heaven tnows — 
heaven alone knows — yet.' 

Kalph drew his hand across his eyes. 
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CHAPTER Vin. 



BOBBIE S BEDEMFTION. 



Sim accompanied Ealph half way down the hill 
when he rose to go. Eobbie Anderson could 
be seen hastening towards them. His mission 
must be with Ealph, so Sim went back, 

' I've been to Shoulthwaite to look for you/ 
said Eobbie. ' They told me you'd taken the 
hills for it, so I followed on.' 

' You look troubled, my lad,' said Ealph ; 
' has anything happened to you ? ' 

' No, Ealph, but something may happen to 
you if you don't heed me what I say.' 

'Nothing that will trouble me much, 
Eobbie — nothing of that kind can happen now.' 
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* Yon gommarel of a Joe Garth, the black- 
smith, has never forgotten the thrashing you 
gave him years ago for killing yom- dog — 
Laddie's mother that was.' 

' No, he'll never forgive me ; but what of 
that ? I've not looked for his forgiveness.' 

' But, I'm afeared, Ealph, he means to pay 
you back more than four to the quarter. Do 
you know he has spies lodging with him? 
They've come down here to take you off. Joe 
has been at the Eed lion this morning— drunk, 
early as it is. He blurted it out about the 
spies, so I ran off to find you.' 

' It isn't Joe that has done the mischief, my 
lad, though the spies, or whatever they are, 
may pay him to play under-spy while it serves 
their turn.' 

' Joe or not Joe, they mean to take you the 
first chance. Folks say everything has got 
upside down with the laws and the country 
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now that the great man himself is dead. 
Hadn't you best get off somewhere ? ' 

' It was good of you, Bobbie, to warn me ; 
but I can't leave home yet — ^my father must be 
buried, you know.' 

' Ah ! ' said Bobbie, in an altered tone, 
' poor Angus ! ' 

Ealph looked closely at his companion, and 
thought of Bobbie's question last night in the 
inn. 

' Tell me,' he said, glancing searchingly into 
Bobbie's eyes, * did you know anything about 
old Wilson's death ? ' 

The young dalesman seemed abashed. He 
dropped his head, and appeared unable to look 
up. 

' Tell me, Bobbie — I know much already.' 

' I took the money,' said the young man ; 
' I took it, but I threw it into the beck the 
minute after.' 
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' How was it, lad? Let me know/ 
Eobbie was still standing with his head 
down, pawing the ground, as he said : 

' I'd been drinking hard — you know that. 
I was drunk yon night, and I hadn't a penny in 
my pouch. On my way home from the inn I 
lay down in the dyke and fell asleep. I was 
awakened by the voices of two men quarrelling. 
You know who they were. Old Wilson was 
waving a paper over his head and laughing and 
sneering. Then the other snatched it away. 
At that Wilson swore a dreadful oath, and 
flung himself on — the other. It was all over 
in a moment. He'd given the little waistrel 
the cross-buttock, and felled him on his head. 
I saw the other ride off, and I saw Simeon 
Stagg. When all was still, I crept out and took 
Wilson's money — yes, I took it ; but I flung it 
into the next beck. For the moment when I 
touched him I thought he was alive. I've not 
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been drinking hard since then, Ealph ; no, nor 
never will again.' 

* Ey, you'll do better than that, Eobbie.' 
Ealph said no more. There was a long 
silence between the two men, until Eobbie, 
unable to support it any longer, broke in again 
with — *I took it, but I flung it into the 
next beck.' 

The poor fellow seemed determined to 
dwell upon the latter fact as in some measure 
an extenuation of his offence. In his silent 
hours of remorse he had cherished it as one 
atoning circumstance. It had been the first 
fruits of a sudden resolution of reform. Sobered 
by the sense of what part he had played in 
crime, the money that had lain in his hand was 
a witness against him ; and when he had flung 
it away he had only the haunting memory left 
of what he would have done in effect^^, but had, 
in fact, done only in name. 
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' Why did you not say this at the inquest ? ' 
asked Ealph. ' You might have cleared Simeon 
Stagg. Was it because you must have accused 
my father ? ' 

' I can't say it was that. I felt guilty myself 
I felt as if half the crime had been mine.' 

There was another pause. 

'Eobbie,' Ealph said at length, 'would 
you, if I wished it, say no more about all 
this ? ' 

* I've said nothing till now, and I need say 
nothing more.' 

* Sim will be as silent — if I ask him. There 
is my poor mother, my lad; she can't live 
long, and why should she be stricken down ? 
Her dear old head is bowed low enough 
already.' 

' I promise you, Ealph,' said Eobbie. He 
had turned half aside, and was speaking falter- 
ingly. He remembered one whose head had 
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been bowed lower still — one whose heart had 
been sick for his own misdeeds, and now the 
grass was over her. 

' Then that is agreed/ 

'Ealph, there's something I should have 
said before, but I was afeared to say it. Who 
would have believed the word of a drunkard ? 
That's what I was, God forgive me ! Besides, 
it would have done no good to say it, that I 
can see, and most likely some harm.' 

' What was it ^ ' 

' Didn't they say they found Wilson lying 
fifty yards below the river ? ' 

' They did ; fifty yards to the south of the 
bridge.' 

' It was as far to the north that I left him. 
I'm sure of it. I was sobered by what happened. 
I could swear it in heaven, Ealph. It was full 
fifty yards on the down side of the bridge from 
the smithy.' 
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'Think again, my lad; it's a serious thing 
that you say/ 

'IVe thought of it too much. It has 
tormented me day and night. There's no 
use in trying to persuade myself I must be 
wrong. Fifty yards on the down side of the 
beck from the smithy — that was the place, 
Ealph.' 

The dalesman looked grave. Then a light 
crossed his face as if a wave of hope had passed 
through him. Sim had said he was leaning 
against the bridge. All that Angus could have 
done must have been done to the north of it. 
Was it possible after all that Angus had not 
killed WUson by that fall ? 

' You say that, for the moment, when you 
touched him you thought Wilson was not 
dead ? ' 

* It's true I thought so.' 

Sim had thought the same. 
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' Did you see anyone' else that night ? ' 

*No.' 

' Nor hear other footsteps ? ' 

' No, none but my own at last — none.' 

It was no clue. Unconsciously Balph put 
liis hand to his breast and touched the paper 
that he had placed there. No, there was no 
hope. The shadow that had fallen had fallen 
for ever. 

'Perhaps the man recovered enough to 
walk a hundred yards, and then fell dead. 
Perhaps he had struggled to reach home ? ' 

' He would be going the wrong way for 
that, Ealph.' 

' True, true ; it's very strange, very, if it is 
as you say. He was fifty yards beyond the 
smithy^ — north of it ? ' 

* He was.' 

The dalesmen walked on. They had got 
down into the road, when the httle school- 
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master ran up against them almost before he 
had been seen. 

' Oh, here you are, are you ? ' he gasped. 

* Are they coming? ' said Bobbie Anderson, 
jumping on to the turf hedge to get a wider 
view. 

'That they are.' The little man had 
dropped down on to a stone, and was mop- 
ping his forehead. When he had recovered 
his breath, he said : 

* I say, Monsieur the Gladiator, why didn't 
you kill when you were about it ? I say, why 
didn't you kill .^ ' and Mousey held his thumbs 
down, as he looked in Ealph's face. 

' Kill whom ? ' said Ealph. He could not 
help laughing at the schoolmaster's ludicrous 
figure and gesture. 

* Why, that Garth — a bad garth — a kirk- 
garth — a kirkwamer's garth — a devil's garth — 
Joe Garth ! ' 
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' I can't see them/ said Bobbie ; and he 
jumped down again into the road. 

' Oh, but you will, you will,' said Monsey ; 
and stretching his arm out towards Ealph with 
a frantic gesture, he cried, *You fly, fly, fly, 

fly!' 

* Allow me to point out to you,' observed 
Ealph, smiling, ' that I do not at all fly ; nor 
shall I know why I should not remain where I 
am until you tell me.' 

'Then know that your life's not worth a 
pin's fee if you remain here to be taken. Oh, 
that Garth — that devil's garth — that — that — 
Joe Garth ! ' 

There was clearly no epithet that suited 
better with Monsey's mood than the said 
monster's proper name. 

' Friends,' said Ealph, more seriously, * it's 
clear I can't leave before I see my father 
buried, and it's just as clear I can't see him 
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buried if I stay. With your help I may do 
both — that is, seem to do both/ 

' How ? how ? unfold — I can interpret you 
no conundrums,' said Monsey. 'To go, and 
yet not to go, that is the question.' 

* Can I help you ? ' said Bobbie with the 
simpUcity of earnestness. 

' Go back, schoolmaster, to the lion.' 
' I know it — I've been there before — well ?' 
' Say, if your conscience will let you — I 
know how tender it is — say you saw me go over 
Lauvellen in the direction of Fairfield. Say 
this quietly — say it to old Matthew in a whisper 
and as a secret ; that will be enough.' 

* I've shared with that patriarch some secrets 
before now, and they've been common property 
in an hour — common as the mushrooms on the 
common — common as his common saws — 
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Bobbie, the burial will take place the day 
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after tomorrow, at three in the afternoon, at 
the kirk-garth ' 

' that Garth — ^that devil's garth — that 
Joe ' 

' At the kirk-garth at Gosforth,' continued 
Ralph. ' Go round the city and the dale, and 
bid every master and mistress within the warn- 
ing to Shoulthwaite Moss at nine o'clock in the 
morning. Be there yourself as the representa- 
tive of the family, and see all our old customs 
observed. The kirk-garth is twenty miles away, 
across rugged mountain country, and you must 
follow the public pass.' 

' Styehead Pass ? ' 

Ralph nodded assent. ' Start away at eleven 
o'clock ; take the old mare to bear the body ; 
let the boy ride the young horse, and chain him 
to the mare at the bottom of the big pass. 
These men, these spies, these constables, what- 
ever they may be, will he in wait for me about 
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the house that morning. If they don't find me 
at my father's funeral they'll then believe that 
I must have gone. Do you hold the mare's 
head, Eobbie — mind that. When you get to 
the top of the pass perhaps some one will relieve 
you — perhaps so, perhaps not. You under- 
stand ? ' 
' I do.' 

* Let nothing interfere with this plan as I 
give it you. If you fail in any single particular, 
all may be lost.' 

'I'll let nothing interfere. But what of 
Willy ? What if he object ? ' 

* Tell him these are my wishes — he'll yield 
to that.' 

There was a moment's silence. 

' Eobbie, that was a noble resolve you 
told me of; and you can keep it, can you 
not?' 

* I can — God help me ! ' 
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' Keep it the day after to-morrow — you re- 
member our customs, sometimes more honoured, 
you know, in the breach than the observance — 
you can hold to your resolve that day ; you 

must hold to it, for everything hangs on it. It 
is a terrible hazard.' 

Bobbie put his hand in Ealph's, and the two 

stalwart dalesmen looked steadily each into the 

other's fiace. There was a dauntless spirit of 

resolution in the eyes of the younger man. 

His resolve was irrevocable. His crime had 

saved him. 

'That's enough,' said Ealph. He was 

satisfied. 

' Why, you sleep — you sleep,' cried the Uttle 
schoolmaster. During the preceding conversa- 
tion he had been capering to and fro in the 
road, leaping on to the hedge, leaping back 
again, and putting his hands to the sides of his 
eyes to shut away the wind that came from 
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behind him, while he looked out for the 
expected enemy. 

* You sleep — you sleep — that Gaxth — that 
devil's garth — that worse than kirk-garth — that 
—that- ' 

' And now we part/ said Ealph, ' for the 
present. Good-bye, both ! ' And he turned to 
go back the way he came. 

Mousey and Bobbie had gone a few paces in 
the other direction, when the little school- 
master stopped, and turning round cried in a 
loud voice, ' yes, I know it — the Lion. I've 
been there before. Ill whisper Father Matthew 
that you've gone ' 

Robbie had put his arm on Monsey's shoulder 
and swung him round, and Ealph heard no 
more. 
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CHAPTEE IX. 

THE SHADOW OF THE CRIME. 

But yesteivnight I prayed aloud 

In anguish and in agony. — CoLEBiDeE. 

The night was far advanced, and yet Ealph 
had not returned to Shoulthwaite. It was 

three hours smce Matthew Branthwaite had 
left the Moss. Mrs. Eay still sat before the 

turf fire and gazed into it in silence. Kotha 
was by her side, and Willy lay on the settle 

drawn up to the hearth. All Hstened for the 

sound of footsteps that did not come. 

The old clock ticked out louder and more 

loud ; the cricket's measured chirp seemed to 

grow more painfully audible ; the wind whistled 

through the leafless boughs without, and in the 
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lulls of the abating storm the low rumble of the 
ghyll could be heard within. What kept Ealph 
away ? It was no unusual thing for him to be 
abroad from dawn to dusk, but the fingers of 
the clock were approaching eleven, and still he 
did not come. On this night, of all others, he 
must have wished to be at home. 

Earlier in the evening, Eotha had found 
occasion to go on some errand to the neighbour- 
ing farm, and there she had heard that towards 
noon Ealph had been seen on horseback cross- 
ing Stye Head towards Wastdale. Upon report- 
ing this at the Moss, the old dame had seemed 
to be relieved. 

'He thinks of everything,' she had said. 
All that day she had cherished the hope that 
it would be possible to bury Angus over the 
hills, at Gosforth. It was in the old church- 
yard there that her father lay — her father, her 
mother, and all her kindred. It was twenty 
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miles to those plains and uplands, that lay 
beyond the bleak shores of Wastdale. It was 
a full five hours' journey there and back. But 
when twice five hours had been counted, and 
still Ealph had not returned, the anxiety of 
the inmates of the old house could no longer 
be concealed. In the eagerness of their ex- 
pectation the clock ticked louder than ever, 
the cricket chirped with more jubilant activity, 
the wind whistled shriller, the ghylls rumbled 
longer, but no welcomer sound broke the still- 
ness. 

At length Willy got up and put on his hat. 
He would go down the lonnin to where it joined 
the road, and meet Ealph on the way. He 
would have done so before, but the horror of 
walking under the shadow oi the trees where 
last night his father fell, had restrained him. 
Conquering his fear, he sallied out. 

The late moon had risen, and was shining at 
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full. With a beating heart he passed the 
dreaded spot, and reached the highway beyond. 
He could hear nothing of a horse's canter. 
There were steps approaching, and he went on 
towards whence they came. Two men passed 
close beside him, but neither of them was Ealph. 
They did not respond to his greeting when, in 
accordance with the custom of the country, he 
bade them ' Good-night.' They were strangers, 
and they looked closely — ^he thought suspici- 
ously — at him as they went by. 

Willy walked a little farther, and then 
returned. As he got back to the lane that led 
to the house, the two men passed him again. 
Once more they looked closely into his face. 
His fear prompted him to speak, but again they 
went on in silence. As Willy turned up towards 
home, the truth flashed upon him that these 
men were the cause of Ralph's absence. He 
knew enough of what was going on in the world 
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to realise the bare possibility that his brother's 
early parliamentarian campaign might bring 
him into difficulties even yet. It seemed certain 
that the lord of Wythburn Manor would be 
executed. Only Ealph's obscurity could save 
him. 

When Willy got back into the kitchen, the 
impression that Ealph was being pursued and 
dogged was written on his face. His mother 
understood no more of his trouble than that his 
brother had not returned ; she looked from his 
face back to the fire that now died slowly on 
the hearth. Eotha was quicker to catch the 
significance of Willy's nervous expression and 
fitful words. To her the situation now appeared 
hardly less than tragic. With the old father 
lying dead in the loft above, what would come 
to this household if the one strong hand in it 
was removed ? Then she thought of her own 
father. What would become of him ? Where 
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was he this night? The sense of impending 
disaster gave strength to her, however. She 
rose and put her hand on Willy's arm as he 
walked to and fro across the earthen floor. She 
was the more drawn to him from some scarce 
explicable sense of his weakness. 

* Some one coming now,' he said in eager 
tones — ^his ears were awake with a feverish 
sensitiveness — ' some one at the back.' It was 
Ealph at last. He had come down the side of 
the ghyll, and had entered the house from 
behind. All breathed freely. 

' God bless thee ! ' said Mrs. Kay. 

' You've been anxious. It was bad to keep 
you so,' he said, with an obvious effort to 
assume his ordinary manner. 

* I reckon thou couldst not have helped it, 
my lad,' said Mrs. Bay. Believed and cheer- 
ful, she was bustling about to get Ealph's 
supper on the table. 
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' Well, no,' he answered. * You know, I've 
been over to Gosforth — it's a long ride — 1 
borrowed Jackson's pony from Armboth ; and 
what a wild country it is, to be sure ! It blew 
a gale on Stye Head. It's bleak enough up 
there on a day hke this, mother. I could 
scarce hold the horse.' 

' I don't wonder, Ealph ; but see, here's thy 
poddish — thou must be fair clemm'd.' 

' No, no ; I called at Broom Hill.' 

' How did you come in at the back, lad ? 
Do you not come up the lonnin ? ' 

' I thought I'd go round by the low mea- 
dow and see all safe, and then the nearest way 
home was on the hiU side, you know.' 

Willy and Botha glanced simultaneously at 
Ealph as he said this, but they found nothing 
in his face, voice, or manner to indicate that 
his words were intended to conceal the truth. 

* But look how late it is ! ' he said, as the 



^ 
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clock struck twelve ; ' hadn't we better go ofi' 
to bed, all of us ? ' 

' I think I must surely go off,' said Mrs. 
Eay, and with Eotha she left the kitchen. 
Willy soon followed them, leaving Balph to 
eat his supper alone. Laddie, who had entered 
with his master, was lying by the smouldering 
fire, and after the one had finished eating, the 
other came in for his liberal share of the plain 
meal. Then Ealph rose, and lifting up his hat 
and staff, walked quietly to his brother's room. 
Willy was already in bed, but his candle was 
still burning. Sitting on an old oak chest that 
stood near the door of the little room, Ealph 
said : 

* I shall perhaps be off again before you are 
awake in the mornine, but all will be done in 
good time. The funeral will be on the day 
after to-morrow. Eobbie Anderson will see to 
everything.' 



THE SHADOW OF THE CRIME, 189 

' Robbie Anderson ? ' said Willie, in an 
accent of surprise. 

' You know it's the custom in the dale for 
a friend of the family to attend to these offices.' 

' Yes ; but Eobbie Anderson of all men ! ' 

* You may depend upon him,' said Ealph. 

' This is the first time I've heard that he 
can depend upon himself,' said Willy. 

' True — true — ^but I'm satisfied about Eob- 
bie. No, you need fear nothing. Robbie's a 
changed man, I* think.' 

* Changed he must be, Ralph, if you would 
commit to his care what could not be too well 
discharged by the most trustworthy friend of 
the family.' 

' Yes, but Robbie will do as well as another 
— better. You know, Willy, I have an old 
weakness for a sheep that strays. When I get 
it back I fancy, somehow, it's the best of the 
flock.' 
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' May your straggler justify your odd fancy 
this time, brother ! ' 

'Eotha will see to what has to be done 
at home/ said Ealph, rising and turning 
to go. 

' Ealph/ said Willy, ' do you know I ' 

He faltered and began again, obviously chang- 
ing the subject. ' Have you been in there to- 
night ? ' with a motion of the head towards the 
room wherein lay all that remained of their 
father. 

* No ; have you ? ' 

' No ; I dare not go. I would not if I 
could. I wish to remember him as he lived, 
and one glance at his dead face would blot out 
the memory for ever.' 

Ealph could not understand this. There 
was no chord in his nature that responded to 
such feelings ; but he said nothing in reply. 

' Ealph,' continued Willy, * do you know I 
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think Eotha — I almost think — do you not think 
that Eotha rather cares for me ? ' 

A perceptible tremor passed over Ealph's 
face. Then he said, with something like a 
smile, * Do you think she does, my lad ? ' 

' I do — I almost do think so.' 

Ealph had resumed his seat on the oak 
chest. The simple, faltering words just spoken 
had shaken him to the core. Hidden there — 
hidden even from himself — had lain inert for 
months a mighty passion such as only a great 
heart can know. In one moment he had seen 
it and known it for what it was. Yes, he had 
indeed loved this girl ; he loved her still. 
When he spoke again his voice seemed to have 
died inwards ; he appeared to be speaking out 
of his breast. 

' And what of yourself, Willy ? ' he asked. 

' I think I care for her too — I think so.' 

How sure was the other of a more absolute 
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affection than the most positive words could 
express! Ealph sat silent for a moment, as 
was his wont when under the influence of 
strong feeling. His head inclined downwards, 
and his eyes were fixed on the floor. A great 
struggle was going on within him. Should he 
forthwith make declaration of his own passion ? 
Love said Yes; love should be above all ties 
of kindred, all claims of blood. But the many 
tongues of an unselfish nature said No ! If 
this thing were wrong, it would of itself come 
to nought ; if right, it would be useless to 
oppose it. The struggle was soon over, and 
the impulse of self-sacrifice had conquered. 
But at what a cost — at what a cost ! 

* Yet there is her father, you know,' Willy 
added. ' One dreads the thought of such a 
match. There may be something in the blood 
— at least, one fears ' 

*You need have no fear of Eotha that 
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comes of her relation to Simeon Stagg. Sim is 
an innocent man.' 

* So you say — so you say. Let us hope so. 
It's a terrible thought — that of marriage with 
the flesh and blood of^of a murderer.' 

* Eotha is as free from taint of crime as — 
you are. She is a noble girl, and worthy of 
you, worthy of any man, whatever her father 
may be,' said Ralph. 

^ Yes, yes, I know ; I thought you'd say so. 
I'm glad, Kalph — I can't tell you how glad I 
am — ^to hear you say so. And if I'm right — 
if Eotha really loves me — I know you'll be as 
glad as I am.' 

Edlph's face trembled slightly at this, but 
he nodded his head and smiled. 

'Not that I could think of it for a long 
time,' Willy continued. * This dreadftil occur- 
rence must banish all such thoughts for a very 
long time.' 

VOL. I. o 
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Willy seemed to find happiness in the pros- 
pect, remote as it might be. Ralph's breast 
heaved as he looked upon his brother's 
brightening face. That secret of his own heart 
must lie for ever buried there. Yes, he had 
already resolved upon that. He should never 
darken the future that lay pictured in those 
radiant eyes. But this was a moment of agony 
nevertheless. Ealph was following the funeral 
of the mightiest passion of his soul. He got up 
and opened the door. 

* Good-night, and God bless you I ' he said 
huskily. 

' One moment, Ralph. Did you see two 
men, strangers, on the road to-night ? Ah, I 
remember, you came in at the back.' 

' Two friends of Joe Garth's,' said Ralph, 
closing the door behind him. 

When he reached his own room he sat for 
some minutes on the bed. What were the 
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feelings that preyed upon him? He hardly 
knew. His heart was desolate. His life 
seemed to be losing its hope, or his hope its 
object. And not yet had he reached the worst. 
Some dread forewarning of a sterner fate 
seemed to hang above him. 

Eising, Ealph threw off his shoes, and drew 
on a pair of stouter ones. Then he laced up a 
pair of leathern leggings, and, taking down a 
heavy cloak from behind the door, he put it 
across his arm. He had no hght but the light 
of the moon. 

Stepping quietly along the creaky old corri- 
dor to the room where his father lay, Ealph 
opened the door and entered. A clod of red 
turf smouldered on the hearth, and the warm 
glow if om it mingled with the cold blue of the 
moonlight. How full of the odour of a dead 
age the room now seemed to be! The roof 
was open through the rude timbers to the 

02 
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whitened thatch. Sheepskins were scattered 
about the black oaken floor. Ealph walked to 
the chimney breast, and stood on one of the 
skins as he leaned on the rannel-tree shelf. 
How still and cheerless it all was ! 

The room stretched from the front to the 
back of the house, and had a window at each 
end. The moon that shone through the window 
at the front cast its hght across the foot of the 
bed. Ealph had come to bid his last good- 
night to him who lay thereon. It was in this 
room that he himself had been born. He 
might never enter it again. 

How the strong man was laid low ! All his 
pride of strength had shrunk to this! 'The 
lofty looks of men shall be humbled, and the 
haughtiness of men shall be bowed down.' 
What indeed was man, whose breath was in 
his nostrils ! 

The light was creeping up the bed. Silent 
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was he who lay there as the secret which he 
had never discharged even to his deaf pillow. 
Had that secret mutinied in the heart that 
knew its purple war no more ? Ah ! how true 
it was that conscience was a thousand swords. 
With no witness against him except himself, 
whither could he have fled from the accusation 
that burned within him as a fire ? Not chains 
nor cells could have spoken to this strong man 
like the awful voice of his solitary heart. How 
remorse must have corroded that heart ! How 
he must have numbered the hours of that re- 
morse ! How one sanguinary deed must have 
trampled away all joyous memories ! But the 
secret agony was over at last: it was over 
now. 

The moonlight had crept up to the head. 
It was silvering the grey hairs that rested 
there. Ealph stepped up to the bedside and 
uncovered the face. Was it changed since he 



198 THE SHADOW OF A CRIME, 

looked on it last? Last night it was his father's 
face : was it laden with iniquity now ? How 
the visible phantom of one horrible moment 
must have stood up again and again before 
tbese eyes!' How sternly fortune must have 
frowned on these features! Yet it was his 
father's face still. 

And what of that father's great account? 
Who could say what the final arbitrament 
would be ? Had he who lay there, the father, 
taken up all this load of guilt and remorse for 
love of him, the son ? Was he gone to a dread- 
ful audit, too, and all for love of him ? And to 
know nothing of it until now — until it was too 
late to take him by the hand or to look into 
his eyes ! Nay, to have tortured him unwit- 
tingly with a hundred cruel words ! 

Ealph remembered how in days past he had 
spoken bitterly in his father's presence of the 
man who allowed Simeon Stagg to rest under 
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an imputation of murder not his own. That 
murder had been done to save his own Ufe — 
however unwisely, however rashly, still to save 
his (Ralph's) own life. 

Ealph dropped to his knees at the bedside. 
What barrier had stood between the dead man 
and himself that in life the one had never re- 
vealed himself to the other ? They were beyond 
that revealment now, yet here was everything 
as in a glass. ' my father,* cried Ealph, as 
his head fell between his hands, 'would that 
tears of mine could scald away your offence ! ' 

Then there came back the whisper of the 
old words — ' The lofty looks of men shall be 
humbled, and the haughtiness of men shall be 
bowed down.' 

Ealph knelt long at his father's side, and 
when he rose from his knees it was with a 
calmer but a heavier heart. 

' Surely God's hand is upon me,' he mur- 



200 THE SHADOW OF A CRIME. 

mured. The mystery would yield do other 
meaning. ' Gone to his account with the bur- 
den, not of my guilt but of my fate, upon him.' 

Ealph walked to the fire and turned over 
the expiring peat. It gave a fitful flicker. He 
took from his pocket the paper that had fallen 
from his father's breast, and looked long at it 
in the feeble light. It was all but the only 
evidence of the crime, and it must be destroyed. 
He put the paper to the hght. Drawing it 
away, he paused and reflected. He thought of 
his stricken mother, and his resolve seemed 
fixed. He must burn this witness against his 
father ; he must crush the black shadow of it 
in his hand. Could he but crush as easily the 
black shadow of impending doom 1 Could he 
obliterate as completely the dread reckoning of 
another world ! 

The paper that hung in his hand had touched 
the flickering peat* It was already ignited, but 
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he drew it once more away, and crushed the 
burning comer to ashes in his pahn. 

No, it must not be destroyed. He thought 
of how Eotha had stood over her father's pro- 
strate form in the room of the village inn, and 
cried, in her agony, ' Tell them it is not true/ 
Who could say what this paper might yet do 
for him and her ? 

Ralph put the warrant back, charred and 
crumpled, into the breast pocket of the jerkin 
he wore. 

The burning of the paper had for a moment 
filled the chamber with light. After the last 
gleam of it had died away, and the ash of the 
burnt portion lay in his palm, Ealph walked to 
the front window and looked out. All was still. 
Only the wind whistled. How black against 
the moon loomed the brant walls of the Castle 
Rock across the vale ! 

Turning about, Ralph re-covered the face 
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and said, ' Death is kindest ; how could I look 
into this face alive ? ' 

And the whisper of the old words came 
back once more : ' The lofty looks of men shall 
be humbled, and the haughtiness of men shall 
be bowed down.' 

Ealph walked to the window at the back 
and gently pushed it open. It overlooked the 
fell and the Shoulthwaite Ghyll. A low roof 
went down jfrom it almost to the ground. He 
stepped out on to this, and stood for a moment 
in the shadow that lay upon it. ^ 

He must take his last look now. He must 
bid his last good-night. The moon through the 
opposite window stiU shone on the silvery hair. 
The wind was high. It found its way through 
the open casement. It tiuttered the face-cloth 
above the face. Ealph pushed back the sash, 
and in a moment he was gone. 
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CHAPTEE X. 

MATTHA BRANTH'eT ' FLYTES ' THE PARSOX. 

The household on the Moss were early asth* on 
the morning appointed for the fiineral of Angus 
Eay. Matthew Branthwaite's wife and daughter 
were bustling about the kitchen of the old 
house soon after daybreak. 

Mrs. Branthwaite was a fragile little body, 
long past her best, with the crow's-feet deeply 
indented about her eyes, which had the timid 
look of those of a rabbit, and were pecuharly 
appropriate to a good old creature who seemed 
to be constantly labouring against the idea that 
everything she did was done wrongly. Her 
daughter Liza was a neat little thing of 
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eighteen, with the bluest of blue eyes, the 
plumpest of plump cheeks, and the merriest of 
merry voices. They had walked from their 
hon^ein the grey dawn in order to assist at the 
preliminaries to the breakfast which had to be 
eaten by a large company of the dalesmen 
before certain of them set out on the long 
journey across the fells. 

The previous day had been the day of the 
' winding,' a name that pointed to the last 
offices of Abraham Strong, the Wythburn 
carpenter. In the afternoon of the winding 
day the mistresses of the houses within the 
' warning ' had met to offer liberal doses of 
solace and to take equally hberal doses of 
sweet broth, a soup sweetened with raisins and 
sugar, which was reserved for such melancholy 
occasions. 

According to ancient custom, the ' maister 
men' of the dale were to assemble at nine 
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o'clock on the morning following the winding, 
and it was to meet their needs that old Mrs. 
Branthwaite and her daughter had walked over 
to assist Eotha. The long oak table had to be 
removed from the wall before the window, and 
made to stand down the middle of the floor. 
Eobbie Anderson had arrived early at the 
Moss in order to effect this removal. After his 
muscles had exercised themselves upon the 
ponderous article of furniture, and had placed 
the benches called skemmels down each side 
and chairs at each end, he went into the stable 
to dress down the mare and sharpen her shoes 
preparatory to her long journey. 

The preliminaries in the kitchen occupied a 
couple of hours, and during this time Mrs. Bay 
and Willy sat together in a room above. The 
reason of Ealph's absence had been explained 
to his mother by Eotha, who had received her 
information from Eobbie Anderson. The old 
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dame had accepted the necessity with charac- 
teristic resignation. What Ealph thought well 
to do she knew would be best. She did not 
foresee evil consequences. 

Willy had exhibited more perturbation. 
Going into his brother's room on the morning 
after their conversation, he saw clearly enough 
that the bed had not been slept upon. The 
two friends of Joe Garth's, of whom Ealph had 
spoken with so much apparent unconcern, had 
obviously driven him away from home in the 
depth of the night. Then came Eotha's ex- 
planation. 

His worst fears were verified. Was it 
conceivable that Ealph could escape the ma- 
chinations of those who had lain a web that 
had already entangled the lord of Wythburn 
himself? Every one who had served in the 
trained bands of the Parliament was at the 
mercy of any man who, for the gratification of 



BRANTITET 'FLYTES' THE PARSON. 207 

personal spite, chose to become informer against 
him. 

The two strangers had been seen in the city 
during the preceding day. It was obviously 
their purpose to remain until time itself verified 
the rumour that Ealph had left these parts to 
escape them. The blacksmith had bragged in 
his cups at the Eed Lion that Wilfrey Lawson, 
of the Constable's Court at Carlisle, would have 
Ealph Eay in less than a week. Eobbie 
Anderson had overheard this, and had reported 
it at the Moss. Eobbie professed to know 
better, and to be able to laugh at such preten- 
sions. WiUy was more doubtful. He thought 
his better education, and consequently more 
intimate acquaintance with the history of such 
conflicts with the ruling powers, justified him 
in his apprehensions. He sat with his mother 
while the business was going on downstairs, 
apparently struggling with an idea that it was 
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his duty to comfort her, but offering such 
curious comfort that the old dame looked up 
again and again with wide eyes which showed 
that her son was suggesting to her slower intel- 
lect a hundred dangers and a hundred moods 
of sorrow that she could neither discover for 
herself nor cope with. 

Towards nine the ' maister men ' of Wyth- 
burn began to arrive at Shoulthwaite. Such 
of them as intended to accompany the remains 
of their fellow-dalesman to their resting-place 
at Gosforth came on mountain ponies, which 
they dismounted in the court and led into a 
spare bam. Many came on foot, and of these 
by much the larger part meant to accompany 
the cortege only to the top of the Armboth 
Fell, and, having * sett ' it so far, to face no more 
of the more than twenty miles of rough country 
that lay between the valley and the churchyard 
on the plains by the sea. 
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Matthew Branthwaite was among the first 
to arrive. The old weaver was resplendent in 
the apparel usually reserved for * Cheppel Sun- 
day.' The external elevation of his appearance 
from the worn and sober brown of his daily 
' top-sark ' seemed to produce a corrcvsponding 
elevation of the weaver's spirit. Despite the 
solemnity of the occasion, he seemed tempted 
to let fall a sapient proverb of anything but 
a funereal tone. On stepping into the kitchen 
and seeing the provision that had been made 
for a repast, he did indeed intimate his inten- 
tion of assisting at the ceremony in the lan- 
guage of the time-honoured wren who cried ' I 
helps ' as she let a drop of water fall into the 
sea. At this moment the clergyman from the 
chapel-of-ease on the Eaise arrived at the Moss, 
and Matthew prepared to put his precept into 
practice. 

The priest, Nicholas Stevens by name, was 

VOL. I. p 
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not a Cumbrian. He had kept his office 
through three administrations, and to their 
several forms of legislation he had proved 
equally tractable. His spirit of accommodation 
had not been quite so conspicuous in his deal- 
ings with those whom he conceived to be 
beneath him. But in truth he had left his 
parishioners very largely to their own devices. 
When he was moved to come among them, it 
was with the preoccupied air not so much of 
the student or visionary as of a man who was 
isolated from those about him by combined 
authority, influence, and perhaps superior 
blood. He now took his seat at the head of 
the table with the bearing of one to whom it 
had never occurred to take a lower place. He 
said little at first, and when addressed he 
turned his face slowly round to him who spoke 
with an air of mingled abstraction and self-satis- 
faction, through which a feeble smile of con- 
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descension struggled and seemed to say in a 
mild voice, ' Did you speak ? ' 

Matthew sat at the foot of the table, and 
down each side were seated the dalesmen, to the 
number of twenty-four. There were Thomas 
FeU and Adam Eutledge, Job Leathes and Luke 
Cockrigg, John Jackson of Armboth, and little 
Eeuben Thwaite. 

His reverence cut up the ham into shces as 
formal as his creed, while old Matthew poiu*ed 
out the contents of two huge black jacks. 
Eobbie Anderson carried the plates to and fro ; 
Mrs. Branthwaite and liza served out the bar- 
ley and oaten bread. 

The breakfast was hardly more than begun 
when the kitchen door was partially opened, 
and the big head of a little man became visible 
on the inner side of it, the body and legs of the 
new comer not having yet arrived in the apart- 
ment. 

p 2 
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' Am I late ? ' the head said in a hoarse 
whisper from its place low down on the door 
jamb. It was Monsey Laman, red and puflSng 
after a sharp run. 

* It's the laal Frenchman. Come thy ways 
in/ said Matthew. Eotha, who was coming 
and going from the kitchen to the larder, found 
a chair for the schoolmaster, and he slid into 
it with the air of one who was persuading him- 
self that his late advent was unobserved. 

* I met that Garth — that — Joe Garth on the 
road, and he kept me,' whispered Monsey 
apologetically to Matthew across the table. 
The presence of Death somewhere in the 
vicinity had banished the schoolmaster's spirit 
of fun. 

While this was going on at one end of the 
table, Eotha had made her way to the other 
end with the ostensible purpose of cutting up 
the cheese, but with the actual purpose of lis- 
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tening to a conversation in which his reverence, 
Nicholas Stevens, was beginning to bear an 
unusually animated part. Some one had made 
allusion to the sudden and, as was alleged, the 
unseemly departure of Ealph Eay on the eve 
of his father's funeral. Some one else had 
deplored the necessity for that departure, and 
had spoken of it as a cruel outrage on the 
liberties of a good man. From this generous 
if somewhat disloyal sentiment his reverence 
was expressing dissent. He thought it nothing 
but just that the law should take its course. 
This might involve the mortification of our 
private feelings ; it would certainly be a grief 
to hira, loving, as he did, the souls committed 
to his care ; but individual affections must be 
sacrificed to the general weal. The young 
man, Ealph Eay, had outraged the laws of 
his country in fighting and conspiring against 
his anointed king. It was hard, but it was 
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right, that he should be punished for his 
treason. 

His reverence was speaking in cold metaUic 
tones, that fell like the dank of chains on 
Eotha's ears. 

* Moreover, we should all do our best for 
the King,' said the clergyman, * to bring such 
delinquents to justice.' 

' Shaf ! ' cried Matthew Branthwaite from the 
other end of the table. The little knots of 
talkers had suddenly become silent. 

' Shaf! ' repeated Matthew, ' what did ye do 
yersel for the King in Oliver's days? Wilt 
thoo mak me tell thee ? Didst thoo not tak 
what thoo called the oath of abjuration agen 
the King five years agone ? Didst thoo not ? 
Ey ? And didst thoo not come round and ask 
ivery man on us to do the same ? ' 

The clergyman looked confounded. He 
dropped his knife and, unable to make a re- 
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joinder, turned to those about him and said, in 
a tone of . amazement, ' Did you ever hear 
the like ? ' . 

'Nay,' cried Matthew, following up his 
advantage, * ye may hear it agen, an ye will.' 

Poor Mrs. Branthwaite seemed' sorely dis- 
tressed. Standing by her husband's chair, she 
appeared to be struggling between impulse and 
fear in an attempt to put her hand on the 
mouth of her loquacious husband in order to 
avert the uncertain catastrophe which she was 
sure must ensue from this unexpected and un- 
compromising defiance of the representative in 
Wythbum of the powers that be. 

Eotha gave Matthew a look of unmistakable 
gratitude, which, however, was wasted on that 
infuriated iconoclast. Fixing his eyes steadily 
on the priest, the weaver forthwith gave his 
reverence more than one opportunity of hearing 
the unwelcome outburst again, telUng him by 
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oaly too palpable hints that the depth of hisT 
loyalty was his stipend of 300i. a year, and the 
secret of his willingness to see Ealph in the 
hands of the constable of Carlisle was the fact 
that the young man had made no secret of his 
unwillingness to put off his hat to a priest who 
had thrice put off his own hat to a money-bag. 

' Gang yer gate back to yer steeple-house, 
Nicholas Stevens,' said Matthew, ' and mortify 
yer fatherly bosom for the good of the only 
soul the Almighty has gean to yer charge, and 
mind the auld saying "Nivver use the taws 
when a gloom will do the turn." ' 

'You deserve the taws about your back, 
sirrah, to forget my sacred oflSce so far as to 
speak so,' said the minibter. 

' And ye hev forgat yer sacret office to call 
me nicknames,' answered Matthew, nothing 
abashed. 

'I see you are no better than those bias- 
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pheming Quakers whom Justice Eawlinson has 
wisely committed to the common gaol — poor 
famished seducers that deserve the stocks ! ' 

* Eich folk hev rowth of friends/ rejoined 
Matthew, * an' olas will hev while the mak of 
thysel are aboot.' 

His reverence was not slow to perceive that 
the pulpit had been no match for the Eed Lion 
as a place of preparation for an encounter like 
the present. Gathering up with what grace he 
could the tattered and besmeared skirts of his 
priestly dignity, he affected contempt for the 
weaver by ignoring liis remarks ; and turning 
to those immediately around him, he proceeded 
with quite unusual warmth to deliver a homily 
on duty. Eeverting to the subject of Ealph 
Eay's flight from Wythbum, he said that it 
was well that the young man had withdrawn 
himself, for had he remained longer in these 
parts, and had the high sheriff at Carlisle not 
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proceeded against him, he hiiiiself, though 
much against his inchnation, might have felt it 
his duty as a servant of God and the King to 
put the oath of allegiance to him. 

* I do not say positively that I should have 
done so/ he said, in a confidential parenthesis, 
*but I fear I could not have resisted that 
duty/ 

' Dree out the inch when yeVe tholed the 
span,' cried Matthew ; ' I'd nivver strain lang 
at sic a wee gnat as that.' 

Without condescending to notice \\\q inter- 
ruption, his reverence proceeded to say he had 
recently learned that it had been the intention 
of the judges on the circuit to recommend 
Angus Kay, the lamented departed, as a justice 
for the district. This step had been in contem- 
plation since the direful tragedy which had 
recently been perpetrated in their midst, and 
of which the facts remained still unexplained, 



BRA NTH ET 'FLYTES' THE PARSON. 219 

though circumstantial evidence pointed to a 
solution of the mystery. 

When saying this the speaker turned, as 
though with an involuntary and unconscious 
gaze, towards the spot where Eotha stood. He 
had pushed past the girl on coming through 
the porch without acknowledging her salu- 
tation. 

' And if Angus Bay had lived to become 
a justice,' continued the Eeverend Nicholas, 
* it very likely must have been his duty before 
God and the King to apprehend his son Ealph 
on a charge of treason.' 

Eobbie Anderson, who was standing by, 
felt at that moment that it would very likely 
be his duty before long to take the priest by 
certain appendages of his priestly apparel and 
carry him less than tenderly to a bed more soft 
than odorous. 

* It must have been his duty. I repeat,' said 
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his reverence, speaking with measured empha- 
sis, ' before God and the King.' 

' Leave God oot on't,' shouted Matthew. 
'Ye may put that in when ye git intil yer 
pulpit, and then ye'U deceive none but them 
that lippen till y^. Don't gud yersel wi' God's 
name/ 

' It is written,' said his reverence, ' " It is 
an abomination to kings to commit wickedness ; 
for the throne is established by righteousness.'" 

' Dus'ta think to knock me doon wi' the 
Bible ? ' said Matthew, with a touch of irrever- 
ence. ' I reckon ony cock may crouse on his 
own middenheed. Ye mind me of the clerk at 
Tickell, who could argify none at all agen the 
greet Geordie Fox, so he up and broke his 
nose wi' a bash of his family Bible.' 

This final rejoinder proved too much for 
the minister, who rose, the repast being over, 
and stalked past Eotha into the adjoining 
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chamber, where the widow and Willy sat in 
their sorrow. The dalesmen looked after his 
retreating figure, and as the door of the inner 
room closed they heard his metallic voice ask 
if the deceased had judiciously arranged his 
temporal affairs. 

Duriug the encounter between the weaver 
and the deigyman the company had outwardly 
observed a rigid neutrality. Little liza, it is 
true, had obviously thought it all the best of 
good fun, and had enjoyed it accordingly. She 
had grinned and giggled just as she had done 
on the preceding Sunday when a companion, 
the only surviving child of Baptist parents now 
dead, had had the water sprinkled on her face 
at her christening in the chapel on the Eaise. 
But Luke Cockrigg, Keuben Thwaite, and the 
rest had remained silent and somewhat ap- 
palled. The schoolmaster had felt himself 
called upon to participate in the strife, but 
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being in the anomalous position of owing his 
official obligations to the minister and his con- 
victions to the side championed by the weaver, 
he had contented him with smidry grave 
shakes of his big head, which shakes, being 
subject to diverse interpretations, were the 
least compromising expressions of opinion 
which his genius could suggest to him. No 
sooner, however, had the door closed on the 
clergyman than a titter went round the table. 
Matthew was still at a white heat. Accustomed 
as he was to * tum'le ' his neighbours at the 
Eed lion, he was now profoundly agitated. It 
was not frequently that he brought down such 
rare game in his sport. 

*Mattha Branthet,' said Eeuben Thwaite, 
' what, man, thoo didst flyte the minister ! 

What it is to hev the gift o' gob and 
gumption ! ' 
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* Shaf ! It's kittle shootin' at crows and 
clergy/ replied Matthew. 

The breakfast being over, the benches were 
turned towards the big peat fire that glowed 
red on the hearth and warmed the large 
kitchen on this wintry day. The ale jars were 
refilled, pipes and tobacco were brought in, 
and the weaver relinquished his office of pot- 
man to his daughter. 

*rd be nobbut a clot-heed,' he said when 
abdicating, 'and leave nane for mysel if I 
sarrad it oot.' 

Eobbie Anderson now put on his great 
cloak, and took down a whip fi:om a strap 
against the rafters. 

* What's this ? ' said httle Eeuben to Eobbie. 
* Are you going without a glass ? ' 

Eobbie signified his intention of doing just 
that and nothing else. At this there was a 
general laugh, after which Eeuben, with nume- 
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rous blinkings of his little eyes, bantered Robbie 
about the great drought not long before, when 
a universal fast had been proclaimed, and 
Robbie had asked why, if folks could not get 
water, they would not content themselves with 
ale- 

'Liza, teem a short pint intil this lang 
Bobbie,' said Matthew. 

Liza brought up a foaming pot, but the 
young man put it aside with a bashful smile at 
the girl, who laughed and blushed as she pressed 
it back upon him. 

' Not yet, Liza ; when we come back, per- 
haps.' 

* Will you not take it jfrom me ? ' said the 
girl, turning her pretty head aside, and giving 
a sly dig of emphasis to the pronouns. 

* Not even from you, Liza, yet awhile.' 
The mischievous httle minx was piqued at 

his refusal, and determined that he should 
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drink it or decline to do so at the peril of 
losing her smiles. 

' Come, Bobbie, you shall drink it oflf — ^you 
must/ 

' No, my girl, no.' 

' I think I know those that would do it if / 
asked them,' said Liza, with an arch elevation 
of her dimpled chin and a shadow of a pout. 

' Who wouldn't do it, save Bobbie Ander- 
son ? ' he said, laughing for the first time that 
morning as he walked out of the kitchen. 

In a few minutes he returned, saying all 
was ready, and it was time to start away. 
Every man rose and went to the front of the 
house. The old mare Betsy was there, with 
the coffin strapped on her broad back. Her 
bruised knees had healed ; the frost had disap- 
peared, her shoes were sharpened, and she could 
not sUp. When the mourners had assembled 
and ranged themselves around the horse, the 
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Eeverend Nicholas Stevens 'came out with the 

relatives, the weeping mother and son, with 

* 

Eotha Stagg, and the * Old Hundredth ' was 
sung. 

Then the procession of men on foot and 
men on horseback set off, Bobbie Anderson in 
front leading the mare that bore the coffin, and 
a boy riding a young horse by his side. Last 
of all rode Willy Eay, and as they passed 
beneath the trees that overhung the lane, he 
turned in the saddle and waved his arm to the 
two women, who, through the bhnding mist of 
tears, watched their departure from the porch. 
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CHAPTER XI. 



Liza's wiles. 



The procession had just emerged from the lane, 
and had turned into the old road that hugged 
the margin of the mere, when two men walked 
slowly by in the opposite direction. Dark as 
it had been when Willy encountered these men 
before, he had not an instant's doubt as to 
their identity. 

The reports of Balph's disappearance, which 
Matthew had so assiduously promulgated in 
whispers, had reached the destination which 
Ealph had designed for them. The repre- 
sentatives of the Carlisle high constable were 

conscious that they had laboured under serious 

a2 
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disadvantages in their efforts to capture a dales- 
man in his own stronghold of the mountains. 
Moreover, their zeal was not so ardent as to 
make them eager to risk the dangers of an 
arrest that was likely to be full of peril. They 
were willing enough to accept the story of 
Ealph's flight, but they could not reasonably 
neglect this opportunity to assure themselves 
of its credibility. So they had beaten about 
the house during the mining under the pio- 
neering of the villager whom they had injudi- 
ciously chosen as their guide, and now they 
scanned the faces of the mourners who set out 
on the long mountain journey. 

Old Matthew's risibility was evidently much 
tickled by the sense of their thwarted purpose. 
Despite the mournful conditions under which 
he was at that moment abroad, he could not 
forbear to wish them, from his place in the pro- 
cession, * a gay canny mornin' ; ' and failing to 
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satisfy himself with the effect produced by this 
insinuating salutation, he could not resist the 
further temptation of reminding them that they 
had frightened and not caught their game. 

' Fleyin' a bird's not the way to grip it/ he 
cried, to the obvious horror of the clergyman, 
whose first impulse was to remonstrate with 
the weaver on his levity, but whose maturer 
reflections induced the more passive protest of 
a lifted head and a suddenly elevated nose. 

This form of cx)ntempt might have escaped 
the observation of the person for whom it was 
intended had not Eeuben Thwaite, who walked 
beside Matthew, gently emphasised it with a 
jerk of the elbow and a motion of the thumb. 

' He'll glower at the moon till he falls in the 
midden,' said Matthew, with a grunt of amused 
interest. 

The two strangers had now gone by, and 
Willy Eay breathed freely, as he thought that 
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with this encounter the threatened danger had 
probably been averted. 

Then the procession wound its way slowly 
along the breast of Bracken Water. When 
Eobbie Anderson, in front, had reached a point 
at which a path went up from the pack-horse 
road to the top of the Armboth Fell, he paused 
for a moment, as though uncertain whether to 
pursue it. 

' Keep to the auld corpse road,' cried Mat- 
thew, and then, in explanation of his advice, he 
explained the ancient Cumbrian land law by 
which a path becomes public property if a 
dead body is carried over it. 

Before long the procession had reached the 
mountain path across Cockrigg Bank, and 
this path it was intended to follow as far as 
Watendlath. 

Here the Eev. Nicholas Stevens left the 
mourners. In accordance with an old custom, 
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he might have required that they should pass 
through his chapel yard on the Eaise before 
leaving the parish, but he had waived his right 
to this tribute to episcopacy. After offering a 
suitable blessing, he turned away, not without 
a withering glance at the weaver, who was 
muttering rather too audibly an adaptation of 
the rhyme — 

* 111 set him up on yon crab-tree, 
It's sour and dour, and so is he.' 

' I reckon,' continued Matthew to little 
Eeuben Thwaite, by his side, as the procession 
started afresh, ' I reckon yon auld Nick,' with 
a lurch of his thumb over his shoulder, ' likes 
Ash Wednesday better ner this Wednesday — 
better ner ony Wednesday — for that's the day 
he curses every yan all roond, and asks the 
folks to say Amen tul him.' 

The schoolmaster had walked demurely 
enough thus far ; nor did the departure of the 
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clergyman effect a sensible elevation of his 
spirits. Of all the mourners, the ' laal limber 
Frenchman ' was the most mournful. 

It was a cheerless winter morning when 
they set out from Shoulthwaite. The wind 
had never fallen since the terrible night of the 
death of Angus. As they ascended the fell, 
however, it was full noon. The sun had broken 
languidly through the mists that had rolled 
midway across the moimtains, and were now 
being driven by the wind in a long white con- 
tinent towards the south, there to gather be- 
tween more sheltered headlands to the strength 
of rain. When they reached the top of the 
Armboth Fell the sky was clear, the sun shone 
brightly and bathed the gorse that stretched 
' for miles around in varied shades of soft blue, 
brightening in some places to purple, and in 
other places deepening to black. The wind 
was stronger here than it had been in the 
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valley, and blew in gusts of all but overpower- 
ing fierceness from High Street towards Glara- 
mara. 

'This caps owte,' said Matthew, as he 
lurched to the wind. ' Yan waddent hev a 
crowful of flesh on yan's bones an yan lived up 
here.' 

When the procession reached the village of 
Watendlath a pause was made. From this 
point onward the journey through Borrowdale 
towards the foot of Stye Head Pass must 
necessarily be a hard and tiresome one, there 
being scarcely a traceable path through the 
huge boulders. Here it was agreed that the 
moiu'ners on foot should turn back, leaving the 
more arduous part of the journey to those only 
who were mounted on sure-footed ponies. 
Matthew Branthwaite, Monsey Laman, and 
Eeuben Thwaite were among the dozen or more 
dalesmen who left the procession at this point. 



234 THE SHADOW OF A CRIME, 

When, on their return journey, they had re- 
gained the summit of the Armboth Fell, and 
were about to descend past Blea tarn towards 
Wythburn, they stood for a moment at that 
highest ' point and took a last glimpse of the 
mournful little company, with the one riderless 
horse in front, that wended its way slowly beyond 
Eosthwaite, along the banks of the winding 
Derwent, which looked to them now like a thin 
streak of blue in the deep valley below. 

Soon after the procession left the house on 
the Moss arrangements were put in progress for 
the meal that had to be prepared for the 
mourners upon their return in the evening. 

Some preliminary investigations into the 
quantity of food that would have to be cooked 
in the hours intervening disclosed the fact that 
the wheaten flour had run short, and that some 
one would need to go across to the mill at 
Legberthwaite at once if hot currant cake were 
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to be among the luxuries provided for the 
evening table. 

So Liza took down her cloak, tied the 
ribbons of her bonnet about her plump cheeks, 
and set out over the dale almost immediately 
the funeral party turned the end of the lonnin. 
The little creature tripped along jauntily enough, 
with a large sense of her personal consequence 
to the enterprises afoot, but without an absorb- 
ing sentiment of the gravity of the occurrences 
that gave rise to them. She had scarcely crossed 
the old bridge that led into the Legberthwaite 
highway when she saw the blacksmith coming 
hastily from the opposite direction. 

Now, Liza was not insensible of her attrac- 
tions in the eyes of that son of Vulcan, and at 
a proper moment she was not indisposed to 
accept the tribute of his admiration. Usually, 
however, she either felt or affected a measure of 
annoyance at the importunity with which he 
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prosecuted hie suit, and when she saw him 
coming towards her on this occasion her first 
feeling was a Uttle touched with irritation. 
' Here's this great tiresome fellow again,' she 
thought ; ' he can never let a girl go by with- 
out speaking to her. I've a great mind to leap 
the fence and cross the fields to the mill.' 

Liza did not carry into effect the scarcely 
feminine athletic exercise she had proposed to 
herself; and this change of intention on her part 
opens up a more curious problem in psychology 
than the httle creature herself had any notion 
of. The fact is that just as Liza had resolved 
that she would let nothing in the world inter- 
fere with her fixed determination not to let the 
young blacksmith speak to her, she observed, 
to her amazement, that the gentleman in 
question had clearly no desire to do so, but was 
walking past her hurriedly, and with so pre- 
occupied an air as actually seemed to suggest 
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that he was not so much as conscious of her 
presence. 

It was true that Liza did not want to speak 
to Mr. Joseph. It was also true that she had 
intended to ignore him. But that he should not 
want to speak to her^ and that he should seem to 
ignore her^ was much more than could be borne 
by her stubborn little bit of coquettish pride, dis- 
tended at that moment, too, by the splendours of 
her best attire. In short, Liza was piqued into 
a desire to investigate the portentous business 
which had obviously shut her out of the con- 
sciousness of the blacksmith. 

' Mr. Garth,' she said, stopping as he drew 
up to her. 

' Liza, is that you ? ' he replied ; ' I'm in a 
hurry, lass — good morning.^ 

' Mr. Garth,' repeated Liza, ' and maybe 
you'll tell me what's all your hurry about. Has 
some one's horse dropped a shoe, or is this your 
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hooping day, or what, that you don't know a 
body now when you meet one in the road? ' 

' No, no, my lass — good morning, Liza, I 
must be off." 

' Very well, Mr. Garth, and if you must, you 
must. Vm not the one to keep anyone 'at 
doesn't want to stop ; not I, indeed,^ said Liza, 
tossing up her head with an air as of supreme 
indifference, and turning half on her heel. 
' Next time you speak to me, you — you — ^you 
will speak to me — mind that.' And with an 
expression denoting the triumph of arms 
achieved by that little outburst of irony and 
sarcasm combined, Liza tossed the ribbons aside 
that were pattering her face in the wind, and 
seemed about to continue her journey. 

Her parting shot had proved too much for 
Mr. Garth. That young man had stopped a few 
paces down the road, and between two purposes 
seemed for a moment uncertain which to adopt ; 



, UZA'S WILES, 239 

but the impulse of what he thought his love 
triumphed over the impulse of what proved to 
be his hate. Eetracing the few steps that* lay 
between him and the girl, he said — 

* Don't take it cross, Liza, my lass ; if I 
tliQught you really wanted to speak to me, I'd 
stop anywhere for nowt — ^that I would. I'd 
stop anywhere for nowt ; but you always seemed 
to me over throng with yon Eobbie, that you 
did ; but if for certain you really did want me — 
that's to say, want to speak to me — I'd stop any- 
where for nowt.' 

The liberal nature of the blacksmith's offer 
did not so much impress the acute intelligence 
of the girl as the fact that Mr. Garth was pro- 
bably at that moment abroad upon an errand 
which he had not undertaken from equally dis- 
interested motives. Concerning the nature of 
this errand she felt no particular curiosity, but 
that it was unknown to her, and was being 
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withheld from her, was of itself a sufficient 
provocation to investigation. 

liza was a simple country wench, but it 
would be an error to suppose that because she 
had been bred up in a city more diminutive 
than anything that ever before gave itself the 
name, and because she had Uved among hand- 
looms and mUking-pails, and had never seen a 
ball or an opera, worn a mask or a domino, 
she was destitute of the instinct for intrigue 
which in the gayer and busier world seems to 
be the heritage of half her sex. Putting her 
head aside demurely, as with eyes cast down 
she ran her fingers through one of her loose 
ribbons, she said softly — 

'And who says I'm so /very partial to 
Robbie ? / never said so, did I ? Not that I 
say I'm partial to anybody else either — not that 
I say so — Joseph ! ' 

The sly emphasis which was put upon the 
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word that expressed Liza's unwiUingness to 
commit herself to a declaration of her affection 
for some mysterious entity unknown seemed to 
Mr. Garth to be proof beyond contempt of 
question that the girl before him implied an 
affection for an entity no more mysterious than 
himself. The blacksmith's face brightened, and 
his manner changed. What had before been 
almost a supplicating tone gave place to a tone 
of secure triumph. 

'Liza/ he said, 'I'm going to bring that 
Eobbie down a p^ or two. He's been a perch- 
ing himself up alongside of Ealph Eay this last 
back end but I'm going to feckle him thistum.' 

' No, Joseph ; are you going to do that, 
though ? ' said liza, with a brightening face that 
seemed to Mr. Garth to say, *Do it by all 
means.' 

' Mayhap I am,' said the blacksmith, signi- 
ficantly shaking his head. He was snared as 
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neatly by this simple face as ever was a 
swallow by a linnet hidden in a cage among 
the grass. 

* And that Ealph, too, the great lounderan 
fellow — he treats me like dirt, that he does.' 

*But you'll pay him out now, won't you, 
Joseph ? ' said Liza, as though glorying in the 
blacksmith's forthcoming glory. 

^ Liza, my lass, shall I tell you something ? ' 
Under the fire of a pair of coquettish little eyes, 
his head as well as his heart seemed to melt, 
and he became eagerly communicative. Drop- 
ping his voice, he said — 

' That Ealph's not gone away at all. He'll 
be at his father's berrying, that he will.' 

' Nay ! ' cried Liza, without a prolonged 
accent of surprise ; and, indeed, this fact had 
come upon her with so much unexpectedness 
that her curiosity was now actually as well as 
ostensibly aroused. 
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' Yes,' said Mr. Garth ; * and there's those 
as knows where to lay hands on him this very 
day — that there is.' 

' I shouldn't be surprised, now, if yon Eobbie 
Anderson has been up to something with him,' 
said Liza, with a curl of the lip intended to 
convey an idea of overpowering disgust at the 
conduct of the absent Eobbie. 

' And maybe he has,' said Mr. Garth, with 
a ponderous shake of the head, denoting the 
extent of his reverse. Evidently ' he could an' 
he would.' 

* But you'll go to them, won't you, Joseph ? 
That is them as wants them — leastways one 
of them — them as wants him will go and 
take him, won't they ? ' 

' That they will,' said Joseph emphatically. 
* But I must be off, lass ; for I've the horses 
to get ready, forby the shortness of the 

time.' 

B 2 
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' So you're going on horseback, eh, Joey ? 
Will it take you long ? ' 

' A matter of two hours, for we must go by 
the Black Sail and come back to Wastdale 
Head, and that's round-about, thou knows.' 

' So you'll take them on Wastdale Head, 

then, eh ? ' said Liza, turning her head aside 

as though in the abundance of her maidenly 

modesty, but really glancing slyly under the 

comer of her bonnet in the direction taken by 

the mourners, and wondering if they could be 

overtaken. 

Joseph was a little disturbed to find that he 
had unintentionally disclosed so much of the 

design. The potency of the bright blue eyes 
that looked up so admiringly into his face at 
the revelation of the subtlety with which he 
had seen through a mystery impenetrable to 
less powerful vision had betrayed him into un- 
expected depths of confidence. 
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Having gone so far, however, Mr. Garth 
evidently concluded that the best course was to 
make a clean breast of it — an expedient which 
he conceived to be insusceptible of danger, for 
he could see that the funeral party were already 
on the brow of the hill. So, with one foot 
stretched forward as if in the preliminary stage 
of a hurried leave-taking, the blacksmith told 
Liza that he had met the schoolmaster that 
morning, and had gathered enough from a word 
the httle man had dropped without thought to 
put him upon the trace of the old garrulous 
body with whom the schoolmaster lodged ; 
that his mother. Mistress Garth, had undertaken 
the oflSce of soimding this person, and had 
learned that Ealph had hinted that he would 
relieve Eobbie Anderson of his duty at the top 
of the Stye Head Pass. 

Having heard this, Liza had heard enough, 
and she was not unwilling that the blacksmith 
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should make what speed he could out of her 
sight, so that she in turn might make what 
speed she could out of his sight, and, returning 
to the Moss without delay, communicate her 
fearftil burden of intelligence to Eotha. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

THE FLIGHT ON THE FELLS, 

I. 

After going a few paces in order to sustain the 
appearance of continuing the journey on which 
she had set out, Liza waited until the black- 
smith was far enough away to admit of retrac- 
ing her steps to the bridge. There she climbed 
the wooden fence, and ran with all speed across 
the fields to Shoulthwaite. She entered the 
house in a fever of excitement, but was drawn 
back to the porch by Botha, who experienced 
serious difficulty in restraining her from a more 
public exposition of the facts with which she 
was full to the throat than seemed well for the 
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tranquillity of the household. With quick- 
coming breath she blurted out the main part of 
her revelations, and then paused, as much from 
physical exhaustion as from an overwhelming 
sense of the threatened calamity. 

Eotha was quick to catch the significance of 
the message communicated in Liza's disjointed 
words. Her pale face became paler, the side- 
long look that haunted her eyes came back to 
them at this moment, her tremulous lips 
trembled visibly, and for a few minutes she 
stood apparently powerless and irresolute. 

Then the light of determination returned to 
the young girl's face. Leaving Liza in the 
porch, she went into the house for her cloak and 
hood. When she rejoined her companion her 
mind was made up to a daring enterprise. 

' The men of Wythburn, such of them as we 
can trust,' she said, ' are in the funeral train. 
We must go ourselves ; at least I must go.' 
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' Bo let me go, too,' said Liza ; ' but where 
are you going ? * 

' To cross the fell to Stye Head.' 
' We can't go there, Eotha — ^two girls.' 
'What of that? But you need not go. 
It's eight miles across, and I may run most of 
the' way. They've been gone nearly an hour ; 
they are out of sight. I must make the short 
cut through the heather.' 

The prospect of the inevitable excitement of 
the adventure, amounting, in Liza's mind, to a 
sensation equivalent to sport, prevailed over 
gr dread of the difficulties and dangers of a 
perilous mountain journey, and she again begged 
to be permitted to go. 

' Are you quite siu'e you wish it ? ' said 
Eotha, not without an underlying reluctance to 
accept of her companionship. ' It's a rugged 
journey. We must walk under Glaramara.' 
She spoke as though she had the right of 



2 so THE SHADOW OF A CRIME. 

maturity of years to warn her friend against a 
hazardous project. 

Liza protested that nothing would please her 
but to go. She accepted without a twinge the 
implication of superiority of will and physique 
which the young daleswoman arrogated. If 
social advantages had counted for anything, 
they must have been all in Liza's favour ; but 
they were less than nothing in the person of 
this ruddy girl against the natural strength of 
the pale-faced young woman the days of whose 
years scarcely numbered more than her own. 

' We must set off at once,' said Eotha ; ' but 
first I must go to Fomside.' 

To go round by the tailor's desolate cottage 
did not sensibly impede their progress. Eotha 
had paid hurried visits daily to her forlorn 
little home since the terrible night of the death 
of the master of Shoulthwaite. She had done 
what slfe could to make the cheerless house less 
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cheerless. She had built a fire on the hearth 
and spread out her father's tools on the table 
before the window at which he worked. 
Nothing had tempted him to return. Each 
morning she found everything exactly as she 
had left it the morning before. 

When the girls reached the cottage, Liza 
instinctively dropped back. Eotha's susceptible 
spirit perceived the restraint, and suffered from 
the sentiment of dread which it implied. 

' Stay here, then,' she said, in reply to her 
companion's unspoken reluctance to go farther. 
In less than a minute Eotha had returned. Her 
eyes were wet. 

' He is not here,' she said, without other 
explanation. ' Could we not go up the fell ? ' 

The girls turned towards the Fornside Fell 
on an errand which both understood and neither 
needed to explain. 

^ Do the words of a song ever torment you , 
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Liza — rising up in your mind again and again, 
and refusing to go away ? ' 

' No — ^why? ' said Liza, simply. 

' Nothing — only I can't get a song out of 
my head to-day. It comes back and back — 

^ One lonely foot sounds on the keep, 
And that's the warder's tread.' 

The girls had not gone far when they saw 
the object of their search leaning over a low 
wall, and holding his hands to his eyes as 
though straining his sight to catch a view of 
some object in the distance. Simeon Stagg 
was already acquiring the abandoned look of 
the man who is outlawed from his fellows. 
His hair and beard were growing long, shaggy, 
and imkempt. They were beginning to be 
frosted with grey. His dress was Joose ; he 
wore no belt. The haggard expression, natural 
to his thin face, had become more marked. 

Sim had not seen the girls, and in the pre- 
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vailing wind his quick ear had not caught the 
sound of their footsteps until they were nearly 
abreast of him. When he became fully con- 
scious of their presence, Eotha was standing by 
his side, with her hand on his arm. Liza was 
a pace or two behind. 

* Father,' said Eotha, ' are you strong 
enough to make a long journey ? ' 

Sim had turned his face full on his 
daughter's with an expression of mingled 
shame, contrition, and pride. It was as though 
his heart yearned for that love which he 
thought he had forfeited the right to claim. 

In a few words Eotha explained the turn of 
events. Sim's agitation overpowered him. He 
walked to and fro in short fitful steps, crying 
that there was no help, no help. 

* I thought I saw three men leading three 
horses up High Seat from behind the smithy. 
It must have been those very taistrels, it must. 
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I was looking at them the minute you came 
up. See, there they are — there beyond the 
ghyll on the mere side of yon big bowder. 
But they'll be at the top in a crack, that they 
will — and the best man in Wythbum will be 
taken — and there's no help, no help.' 

The little man strode up and down, his long 
nervous fingers twitching at his beard. 

' Yes, but there is help,' said Eotha ; ' there 
must be.' 

'How? how? tell me — you're like your 
mother, you are — ^that was the very look she 
had.' 

' Tell me^ first, if Ealph intended to be on 
Stye Head or Wastdale Head.' 

'He did — Stye Head — ^he left me to go 
there at daybreak this morning.* 

' Then he can be saved,' said the girl firmly. 
' The mourners must follow the path. They 
have the body and they will go slowly. It will 
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take them an hour and a half more to reach 
the foot of the pass. In that time Liza and I 
can cross the fell by Harrop Tarn and Glara- 
mara and reach the foot, or perhaps the head, 
of the pass. But this is not enough. The 
constables will not follow the road taken by 
the funeral. They know that if Ealph is at 
the top of Stye Head he will be on the look- 
out for the procession, and must see them as 
well as it.' 

' It's true, it is,' said Sim. 
' They will, as the blacksmith said, go 
through Honister and Scarf Gap and over the 
Black Sail to Wastdale. They will ride fast, 
and, returning to Stye Head, hope to come 
upon Ealph from behind and capture him un- 
awares. Father,' continued Eotha — and the 
girl spoke with the determination of a strong 
man — *if you go over High Seat, cross the 
dale, walk past Dale Head, and keep on the 
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far side of the Great Gable, you will cut off 
half the journey and be there as soon as the 
constables, and you may keep them in sight 
most of the way. Can you do this ? have you 
the strength ? You look worn and weak.' 

' I can — ^I have — I'll go at once. It's life 
or death to the best man in the world, that 
it is.' 

' There's not a moment to be lost. Liza, 
we must not delay an instant longer.' 



11. 

Long before the funeral train had reached 
the top of the Armboth Fell, Ealph Eay stood 
on the summit of Stye Head, watching for the 
first glimpse of it at the point at which it must 
emerge. The recent frost had disappeared 
even at this altitude. Ealph had walked over 
the more rugged parts of the pass, and had 
satisfied himself that there was no danger to 
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be apprehended on this score. The ghyll was 
swollen by the thaw. The waters fell heavily 
over the great stones, and sent up clouds of 
spray, which were quickly dissipated by the 
wind. Huge hillocks of yellow foam giathered 
in every sheltered covelet. The roar of the 
cataract in the ravine silenced the voice of the 
tempest that raged above it. 

From the heights of the Great Gable the 
wind came in aU but overpowering gusts across 
the top of the pass, Ealph had been thrown 
off his feet at one moment by the fierceness of 
a terrific blast. It was the same terrible storm 
that began on the night of his father's death. 
Jlalph had at first been anxious for the safety 
of the procession that was coming, but he had 
found a more sheltered pathway under a deep 
line of furze bushes, and through this he meant 
to pioneer the procession when it arrived. 
There was one gap in the furze at the mouth 

VOL. I. s 
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of a tributary ghyll. The wind was strong in 
this gap, which seemed like a natural channel 
to carry it southward, but the gap was narrow ; 
it would soon be crossed. 

From the desultory labour of such investi- 
gations Ealph returned again and again to the 
head of the great cleft and looked out into the 
distance of hills and dales. The long coat. he 
wore fell below his knees, and was strapped 
tightly with a girdle. He wore a close-fitting 
cap, from beneath which his thick hair fell in 
short wavelets that were tossed by the wind. 
His dog. Laddie, was with him. 

Ealph took up a position within the shelter 
of a boulder, and waited long, his eyes fixed 
on the fell six miles down the dale. 

The procession emerged at length. The 
chill and cheerless morning seemed at once to 
break into a spring brightness — there at least, 
it' not here. Through the leaden wintry sky 
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the sun broke down the hilltop at that instant 
in a shaft of bright light. It fell like an oasis 
over the solemn company walking there. Then 
the shaft widened and stretched into the dale, 
and then the mists that rolled midway between 
him and it passed away, and a blue sky was 
over all. 



III. 

' Which way now ? ' 

* Well, I reckon there be two roads ; may 
be you'd like ' 

' Which way now ? Quick, and no clatter ! ' 

* Then gang your gate down between Dale 
Head and Grey Knotts as far as Honister.' 

* Let's hope you're a better guide than 
constable, young man, or, as that old fellow 
said in the road this morning, we'll fley the 
bird and not grip him. Your clattering tongue 
had served us a scurvy trick, my man ; let 

s 2 
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your head serve us in better stead, or mayhap 
you'll lose both — who knows ? ' 

The three men rode as fast as the uncertain 
pathway between the mountains would allow. 
Mr. Garth mumbled something beneath his 
breath. He was beginning to wish himself 
well out of an ungracious business. Not even 
revenge sweetened by profit could sustain his 
spirits under the battery of the tiombined ridi- 
cule and contempt of the men he had under- 
taken to serve. 

* A fine wild-goose chase this/ said one of 
the constables. He had not spoken before, but 
had toiled along on his horse at the obvious 
expenditiure of much physical energy and more 
temper. 

^ Grumbling again, Jonathan ; when will 
you be content?' The speaker was a little 
man with keen eyes, a supercilious smile, a 
shrill sharp voice, and peevish manners. 
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* Not while I'm in danger of breaking my 
neck every step — or being lost on a moor 
nearly as trackless as an ocean — or swallowed 
up in mists like the clouds of steam in a 
century of washing days, or drowned in the 
soapsuds of ugly, gaping pits — tarns you call 
them, I believe. And all for nothing, too — 
not so much as the ghnt of a bad guinea will 
we get out of this fine job.' 

' Don't be too sure of that,' said the httle 
man. ' If this blockhead here,' with a lurch of 
the head backwards to where the blacksmith 
rode behind, ' hasn't blundered in his " reckon- 
ings," we'll bag the game yet.' 

'That you never will, mark my words. 
I've taken the measure of our man before 
to-day. He's enough for fifty such as our 
precious guide. I knew what I was doing 
when I went back last time and left him.' 

' Ah, they rather laughed at you then, didn't 



262 THE SHADOW OF A CRIME. 

they? — hinted you were a bit afraid/ said the 
little man, with a cynical smile. 

* They may laugh again, David, if they like ; 
and the man that laughs loudest, let him be the 
first to come in my place next bout ; he'll be 
welcome/ 

' Well, I must say, this is strange language. 
I never talked Uke that — ^never. It's in con- 
tempt of duty, nothing less,' said Constable 
David. 

* Oh, you're the sort of man that sticks the 
thing you Oall duty above everything else — 
above wife, life, and all the rest of it — and 
when duty's done with you it generally sticks 
you below everything else. I've been a fool in 
my time, David, but I was never a fool of that 
sort. I've never been the dog to drop a good 
j awful of sohds to snap at its shadow. When 
I've been that .dog I've quietly put my meat 
down on the .plank, and then — : — There's 
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another break-neck paving-stone — " bowders " 
you call them. No horse alive could keep its 
feet in such country.' 

The three men rode some distance in silence. 
Then the little man, w^ho kept a few yards in 
front, drew up and said — 

* You say the warrant was not on Wilson's 
body when you searched it. Is it likely that 
some of these dalesmen removed it before you 
came down ? ' 

'Yes, one dalesman. But that job must 
have been done when another bigger job was 
done. It wasn't done afterwards. I was down 
next morning. I was sent after the old Scotch- 
man.' 

'Didn't it occur to you that the man to 
whose interest it was to have that warrant had 
probably got hold of it ? ' 

' Yes ; and that he'd burnt it, too. A 
man doesn't from choice carry a death- war- 
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rant next his heart. It would make a bad 
poultice.' 

*What now,' cried the little man to the 
blacksmith, who had been listening to the con- 
versation, and in his amazement and confusion 
had unconsciously pulled at the reins of his 
horse, and brought it to a stand. 

' What are you gaping at now ? Come, go 
along in front. Is this your Scarf Gap ? ' 

IV. 

Simeon Stagg had followed the three men 
closely enough to keep them in view, and yet 
had kept far enough away to escape identifica- 
tion. Ascending the Bleaberry Fell, he had 
descended into Watendlath, and crossed under 
the *Bowder' stone as the men passed the 
village of Eosthwaite. He had lost sight of 
them for a while as they went up towards 
Honister, but when he had gained the breast of 
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Grey Knotts he could clearly descry them two 
miles away ascending the Scarf Gap. If he 
could but pass Brandreth before they reached 
the foot of the Black Sail he would have no fear 
of being seen, and, what was of more conse- 
quence, he would have no doubt of being at 
Stye Head before them. He could then get in 
between the Kirk Fell and the Great Gable long 
before they could round the Wastdale Head 
and return to the pass. 

But how weak he felt ! How jaded these 
few miles had made him. Sim remembered that 
he had eaten little for three days. Would his 
strength outlast the task before him? It 
should; it must do so. Injured by tyranny, 
the affections of this worn-out outcast among 
men had, like wind-tossed trees, wound their 
roots about a rock from which no tempest could 
tear them. 

Sim's step sometimes quickened to a run 
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and sometimes dropped to a laboured slouch. 
The deep declivities, the precipitous ascents, the 
broad chasm-hke basins, the running streams, 
tlie soft turf, had tried sorely the little strength 
that remained to him. Sometimes he would 
sit for a minute with his long thin hand pressed 
hard upon his heart ; then he would start away 
afresh, but rather by the impulse of apprehen- 
sion than by that of renewed strength. 

Yes, he was now at the foot of Brandreth, 
and the horses and their riders had not emerged 
above the Scarf. How hot and thirsty he felt ! 
Here stood a shepherd's cottage — the first 
human habitation he had passed since he left 
Watendlath. Should he ask for some milk? 
It would refresh and sustain him. As Sim stood 
near the gate of the cottage, doubtful whether 
to go in or go on, the shepherd's wife came out. 
Would she give him a drink of milk ? Yes, 
and welcome. The woman looked closely at 
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him, and Sim shrank imder her steady gaze. 
He was too far from Wythburn to be dogged 
by the suspicion of crime, yet his conscience 
tormented him. Did all the world, then, know 
that Simeon Stagg would have been a murderer 
if he could — ^that in fact he had committed 
murder in his heart ? Could he never escape 
from the unspoken reproach ? No ; not even 
on the heights of these solitary hills ! 

The woman turned about and went into the 
house for the milk. While she was gone, Sim 
stood at the gate. In an instant the thought 
of his own necessities, his own distresses, gave 
place to the thought of Ealph Eay's. At that 
instant he turned his eyes again to the Scarf 
Gap. The three men had covered the top, and 
were on the more level side of the hill, riding 
hard down towards Ennerdale. They would 
be upon him in ten minutes more. 

The woman was coming from her house with 



268 THE SHADOW OF A CRIME* 

a cup of milk in her hand ; but, without wait- 
ing to accept of it, Sim started away and ran 
at his utmost speed over the fell. The woman 
stood with the cup in her hand, watching the 
thin figure vanishing in the distance, and won- 
dering if it had been an apparition. 

V. 

'You can't understand why Mr. Wilfrey 
Lawson is so keen to lay hands on this man 
Bay ? ' said Constable David. 

' That I cannot,' said Constable Jonathan* 

' Why, isn't it enough that he was in the 
trained bands of the Parliament ? ' . 

' Enough for the King — and this new law 
of Puritan extermination — ^yes; for Master 
Wilfrey — no. Besides, the people can't stand 
this hanging of the old Puritan soldiers much 
longer. The country had been worried and 
flurried by the Parhament, and cried out like 
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a wearied man for rest — any sort of rest — and 
it has got it — ^got it with a vengeance. But 
there's no rest more restless than that of an 
active man except that of an active countrj^ 
and England won't put up with this butcher- 
ing of men to-day for doing what was their duty 
yesterday — ^yes, their duty, for that's what you 
call it.' 

' So you think Master Wilfrey means to set 
a double trap for Eay ? ' 

' I don't know what he means ; but he 
doesn't hunt down a common Eoundhead out of 
thousands with nothing but " duty " in his head 
— that's not Master Wilfrey Lawson's way.' 

* But this man was a captain of the trained 
bands latterly,' said the little constable. 
* Fellow,' he cried to Mr. Garth, whp rode along 
moodily enough in front of them, ' did this Eay 
ever brag to you of what he did as captain in 
the army ? ' 
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* What was he ? Capt'n ? I never heard 
on't,' growled the blacksmith. 

* Brag — pshaw ! He's hardly the man for 
that,' said Constable Jonathan. 

' I mind they crack't of his saving the 
life of old Wilson,' said Mr. Garth, growling 
again. 

* And if he took it afterwards, what matter ? ' 
said Constable Jonathan, with an expression of 
contempt. * Push on, there. Here we're at 
the top. Is it down now ? What's that below ? 
A house, truly — a house at last. Who's that 
running from it ? We must be near our tryst- 
ing place. Is that our man ? Come, if we are 
to do this thing, let us do it.' 

* It 's the fellow Eay, to a certainty,' said 
the Httle man, pricking his horse into a canter 
as soon as he reached the first fields of Enner- 
dale. 

In a few minutes the three men had drawn 
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up at the cottage on the breast of Brandreth 
where Sim had asked for a drink. 

' Mistress ! Hegh ! hegh ! Who was the 
man that left you just now ? ' 

' I dunnet know wha't war — some feckless 
body, I'm afeart. He was a' wizzent and sawor- 
less. He begged ma a drink o' milk, but lang 
ere a cud cum tul him he was gane his gate 
like yan dazt-like.' 

' Who could this be ? It's not our man, 
clearly. . Who could it be, blacksmith ? ' 

The gentleman addressed had turned alter- 
nately white and red at the woman's descrip- 
tion. There had flashed upon his brain the 
idea that little lizzie Branthwaite had betrayed 
him. 

' I reckon it must have been that hang- 
gallows of a tailor — that Sim,' he said, per- 
spiring from head to foot. 

'And he's here to carry tidings of our 
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coming. Push on — follow the man — heed this 
blockhead no longer.' 

VI. 

The procession of mourners, with Eobbie 
Anderson and the mare at its head, had walked 
sloAvly down Borrowdale after the men on foot 
had turned back towards Wythburn. Follow- 
ing the course of the winding Derwent, they 
had passed the villages of Stonethwaite and 
Seathwaite, and in two hours from the time 
they set out from Shoulthwaite they had 
reached the foot of Stye Head Pass. The 
brightness of noon had now given place to the 
chill leaden atmosphere of a Cumbrian De- 
cemlDer. 

In the bed of the dale they were sheltered 
from the wind, but they saw the mists torn 
into long streaks overhead, and knew that the 
storm had not abated. When they came 
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within easy range of the top of the great gap 
between the mountains over which they were 
to pass, they saw for a moment a man's figure 
clearly outhned against the sky. 

' He's yonder/ thought Eobbie, and urged 
on the mare with her burden. He remembered 
that Ealph had said, ' Chain the young horse 
to the mare at the bottom of the pass,' and he 
did so. Before going far, however, he found 
this new arrangement impeded rather than 
accelerated their progress. 

* The pass has too many ins and outs for 
this,' he thought, and he unchained the horses. 
Then they went up the ravine with the loud 
ghyll boiling into foam at one side of them. 



vn. 

' I cannot go farther, Eotha. I must sit 
down. My foot is swelling. The bandage is 
bursting it.' 

VOL. I. X 



274 THE SHADOW OF A CRIME, 

' Try, my girl ; only try a little longer ; 
only hold out five minutes more ; only five 
short minutes, and we may be there.' 

' It's of no use trying,' said Liza with a 
whimper ; * I've tried and tried ; I must sit or 
I shall faint.' The girl dropped down on to 
the grass and began to untie a linen bandage 
that was about her ankle. 

' dear ! dear 1 There they are, more 
than half way up the pass. They'll be at the 
top in ten minutes ! And there's Ealph ; yes, 
I can see him and the dog. What shall we 
do ? What can we do ? ' 

' Go and leave me and come back — ^no, no, 
not that either ; don't leave me in this place,' 
said Liza, crying piteously and moaning with 
the pain of a sprained foot. 

' Impossible,' said Eotha. ' I might never 
find you again on this pathless fell.' 

' that unlucky stone ! ' whimpered Liza, 
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Tm bewitched, surely. It's that Mother 
Garth ' 

'Ah, he sees us,' said Eotha. She was 
standing on a piece of rock and waving a scarf 
in the wind. 'Yes, he sees us and answers. 
But what will he understand by that ? dear ! 
O dear ! Would that I could make Willy see, 
or Eobbie — perhaps they would know. Where 
can father be ? where Y ' 

A terrible sense of powerlessness came upon 
Eotha as she stood beside her prostrate com- 
panion within sight of the goal she had laboured 
to gain, and the strong-hearted girl burst into 
a flood of tears. 



VIII. 

Yes, from the head of the pass Ealph 
Eay saw the scarf that was waved by Eotha, 
but he was too far away to recognise the 
girls. 

T 2 
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* Two women, and one of them lying/ he 
thought ; ' there has been an accident.' 

Where he stood the leaden sky had broken 
into a drizzling rain, which was being driven 
before the wind in clouds like mist. It was 
soaking the soft turf, and lying heavy on the 
thick moss that coated every sheltered stone. 

* Slipt a foot, no doubt,' thought Ealph. 
' I must ride over to them when the horses 
come up and have crossed the pass ; I cannot 
go before.' 

The funeral train was now in sight. In a 
few minutes more it would be at his side. Yes, 
there was Kobbie Anderson leading the mare. 
He had not chained the young horse, but that 
could be done at this point. It should have 
been done at the bottom, however. How had 
Kobbie forgotten it ? 

Ealph's grave face became yet more grave 
as he looked down at the solemn company 
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approaching him. Willy had recognised him. 
See, his head drooped as he sat in the saddle. 
At this instant Ealph thought no longer of the 
terrible incidents and the more terrible revela- 
tions of the past few days. He thought not at 
all of the untoward fortune that had placed 
him where he stood. He saw only the white 
burden that was strapped to the mare, and 
thought only of him with whom his earliest 
memories were entwined. 

Eaising his head, and dashing the gathering 
tears from his eyes,, he saw one of the women 
on the hill opposite running towards him and 
crying loudly^ as if in fear ; but the wind 
carried away her voice, and he could not catch 
her words. From her gestures, however, he 
gathered that something had occurred behind 
him. No harm to the funeral train could come 
of their following on a few paces, and Ealph 
turned about and walked rapidly upwards. 
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Then the woman's voice seemed louder and 
shriller than ever, and appeared to cry in an 
agony of distress. 

Ealph turned again and stood. Had he 
mistaken the gesture? Had something hap- 
pened to the mourners ? No, the mare walked 
calmly up the pass. What could it mean ? Still 
the shrill cry came to him, and still the words 
of it were borne away by the wind. Something 
was wrong — something serious. He must go 
farther and see. 

Then in an instant he became conscious 
that Simeon Stagg was running towards him 
with a look of terror. Close behind him were 
two men, mounted, and a third man rode be- 
him them. Sim was being pursued. His 
frantic manner denoted it. Ealph did not ask 
himself why. He ran towards Sim. Quicker 
than speech, and before Sim had recovered 
breath, Ealph had swung himself about, caught 
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the bridles of both horses, and by the violent 
lurch had thrown both riders from their seats. 
But neither seemed hurt. Leaping to their 
feet together, they bounded down upon Ealph, 
and laying firm hold upon him tried to 
manacle him. 

Then, with the first moment of reflection, 
the truth flashed upon him. It was he who 
had been pursued, and he had thrown himself 
into the arms of his pursuers. 

They were standing by the gap in the furze 
bushes. The mournei-s were at the top of the 
pass, and they saw what had happened. 
Kobbie Anderson was coming along faster 
with the mare. The two men saw that help 
for their prisoner was at hand. They dropped 
the manacles, and tried to throw Ealph on to 
the back of one of their horses. Sim was 
dragging their horse away. The dog was 
barking furiously and tearing at their legs. 
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But they were succeeding : they were over- 
powering him ; they had him on the ground. 

Now, they were all in the gap of the fiu*ze 
bushes, strugghng in the shallow stream. 
Eobbie dropped the reins of the mare, and ran 
to Ealph's aid. At that moment a mighty gust 
of wind came down from the fell, and swept 
through the channel. It caught the mare, and 
startled by the loud cries of the men and the 
barking of the dog, and affrighted by the 
tempest, she started away at a terrific gallop 
over the mountains, with the coffin on her 
back. 

* The mare, the mare I ' cried Ealph, who 
had seen the accident as Eobbie dropped the 
reins ; * for God's sake, after her ! ' 

The strength of ten men came into his 
limbs at this. He rose from where the men 
held him down, and threw them from him as 
if they had been green withes that he snapped 
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asunder. They fell on either side, and lay 
where they fell. Then he ran to where the 
young horse stood a few paces away, and lift- 
ing the boy from the saddle leapt into it him- 
self. In a moment he was galloping after the 
mare. 

But she had already gone far. She was 
flying before the wind towards the great dark 
pikes in the distance. Already the mists were 
obscuring her. Ealph followed on and on, 
until the company that stood as though 
paralysed on the pass could see him no more. 
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CHAPTEE Xin. 



A 'eatable point. 



When Constable David tried to rise after that 
fall, he discovered too many reasons to believe 
that his leg had been broken. Constable 
Jonathan had fared better as to wind and 
Umb, but upon regaining his feet he found the 
voice of duty silent within him as to the neces- 
sity of any further action such as might expose 
him to more serious disabilities. With the 
spirit of the professional combatant, he rather 
admired the prowess of their adversary, and 
certainly bore him no ill-will because he had 
vanquished them. 

* The man's six foot high if he's an inch, 
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and has the strength of an ox,' he said, as he 
bent over his coadjutor and inquired into the 
nature of his bruises. 

Constable David seemed disposed to ex- 
hibit less of the resignation of a brave humility 
that can find solace and even food for self- 
flatlery in defeat, than of the vexation of a 
cowardly pride that cannot reconcile itself to 
a stumble and a fall. 

' It all comes of that waistrel Mister Bum- 
the-wind,' he said, meaning to indicate the 
blacksmith by this contemptuous allusion to 
that gentleman's profession. 

Constable Jonathan could not forbear a 
laugh at the name, and at the idea it suggested. 

' Ay, but if he'd burned the wind this time 
instead of blowing it,' he said, ' we might have 
raised it between us. Come, let me raise you 
into this saddle instead. Hegh, hegh, though,' 
he continued, as the horse lurched firom him 
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with every gust, ' no need to raise the wind up 
here. Easy — there — you're right now, I think. 
You'll need to ride on one stirrup/ 

It was perhaps natural that the constabulary 
view of the disaster should be limited to the 
purely legal aspect of the loss of a prisoner ; 
but the subject of the constable's reproaches 
was not so far dominated by official ardour as 
to be insensible to the terrible accident of the 
flight of the horse with the corpse. Mr. Garth 
had brought his own horse to a stand at some 
twenty paces from the spot where Ealph Eay 
had thrown his companinns from their saddles, 
and in the combat ensuing he had not ex- 
perienced any unconquerable impulse to parti- 
cipate on the side of what stood to him for 
united revenge and profit, if not for justice 
also. When, in the result, the mare fled over 
the fells, he sat as one petrified until Eobbie 
Anderson, who had earlier recovered from his 
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own feeling of stupefaction, and in the first 
moment of returning consciousness had recog- 
nised the blacksmith and guessed the sequel 
of the rencontre, brought him up to a very 
lively sense of the situation by bringing him 
down to his full length on the ground with the 
timely administration of a well-planted blow. 
Mr. Gaith was probably too much taken by 
surprise to repay the obUgation in kind, but 
he rapped out a volley of vigorous oaths, that 
fell about his adversary as fast as a hen could 
peck. Then he remounted his horse, and, 
with such show of valorous reluctance as could 
still be assumed after so unequivocal an over- 
throw, he made the best of haste away. 

He was not yet, however, entirely rewarded 
for his share in the day's proceedings. He had 
almost reached Wythburn on his return home 
when he had the singular ill-fortune to en- 
counter liza. That young damsel was huddled. 
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rather than seated, on the back of a horse, 
the property of one of the mourners whom 
Eotha had succeeded in hailing to their rescue. 
With Eotha walking by her side, she was now 
plodding along towards the city in a temper 
primed by the accidents of the day to a con- 
dition of the highest irascibihty. As a matter 
of fact, Liza, in her secret heart, was chiefly 
angry with herself for the reckless leap over 
a big stone that had given the sprained ankle 
under the pains of which she now groaned ; 
but it was due to the illogical instincts of her 
sex that she could not consciously take so 
Spartan a view of her position as to blame 
herself for what had happened. 

It was at this scarcely promising juncture 
of accident and temper that she came upon 
the blacksmith, and at the first sight of him all 
the bitterness of feeling that had been brewing 
and fermenting within her, and in default of a 
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proper object had been discharged on the 
horse, on the saddle, on the roads, and even 
on Eotha, found a full and magnificent outlet 
on the person of Mr. Joseph Garth. 

While that gentleman had been jogging 
along homewards he had been fostering un- 
comfortable sentiments of spite respecting the 
* laal hussy ' who had betrayed him. He had 
been mentally rehearsing the withering re- 
proaches and yet more withering glances which 
he meant to launch forth upon her when next 
it should be her misfortune to cross his path. 
Such disloyalty, such an underhand way of 
playing double, seemed to Mr. Garth deserving 
of any punishment short of that physical one 
which it would be most enjoyable to inflict, but 
which it might not, with that Eobbie in the 
way, be quite so pleasant to stand responsible 
for. Perhaps it was due to an illogical instinct 
of the blacksmith's sex that his conscience did 
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not trouble him when he was concocting these 
pains and penalties for duplicity. Certainly, 
when the two persons in question came face to 
face at the turning of the pack-horse road 
towards the city, logic played an infinitesimal 
part in their animated intercourse, 

Mr, Garth meant to direct a scorching sneer 
as silent preamble to his discourse ; but owing 
to the fact that Eobbie's blow had fallen about 
the blacksmith's eyes, and that those organs 
had since become sensibly eclipsed by a pro- 
digious and discoloured swelling, what was 
meant for a withering glance looked more like 
a meaningless grin. At this apparent levity 
under her many distresses, Liza's wrath rose 
to boiling point, and she burst out upon Mr. 
Joseph with more of the homespuu of the 
country-side than ever fell from her lips in 
calmer moments. 

'Thoo dummel-head, thoo,' she said, 
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^ thoo'rt as daft as a besom. Thoo hes made 
a botch on't, thoo blatherskite. Stick that in 
thy gizzern, and don't thoo go bumman aboot 
like a bee in a bottle — thoo Judas, thoo.' 

Mr, Garth was undoubtedly taken by sur- 
prise this time. To be attacked in such a way 
by the very person he meant to attack, to be 
accounted the injurer by the very person who 
he thought, had injured him, sufficed to stagger 
the blacksmith's dull brains. 

' Nay, nay,' he said, when he had recovered 
his breath ; ' who's the Judas ? — that's a 'bat- 
able point, I reckon.' 

' Giss ! ' cried Liza, without waiting to com- 
prehend the significance of the insinuation, and 
— like a true woman — not dreaming that a 
charge of disloyalty could be advanced against 
her ; * Giss ! giss ! ' — the call to swine — 
' thoo'rt thy mother's awn son — the witcli.' 

Utterly deprived of speech by this maidenly 

VOL. I. u 
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outburst of vituperation, Mr. Garth lost all 
that self-control which his quieter judgment 
had recognised as probably necessary to the 
safety of his own person. White with anger, 
he raised his hand to strike Liza, who there- 
upon drew up, and, giving him a vigorous slap 
on each cheek, said — ' Keep thy neb oot of 
that, thoo bummeller, and go fratch with 
Eobbie Anderson — I hear he dinged thee ower, 
thoo sow-faced 'un.' 

The mention of this name served as a 
timely reminder to Mr. Garth, who dropped 
his arm and rode away muttering savagely 
imder his breath. 

'Don't come hankerin' after me again,' 
cried Liza (rather unnecessarily) after his 
vanishing figure. 

This outburst was at least serviceable in 
discharging all the ill-nature from the girl's 
breast ; and when she had watched the black- 
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smith until he had disappeared, she replied to 
Eotha's remonstrances at so much scarcely 
girl-like abuse by a burst of the heartiest 
girlish laughter. 

There was much commotion at the Eed 
Lion that night. The * raaister men ' who had 
left the funeral procession at Watendlath made 
their way first to the village inn, intending to 
spend there the hours that must intervene 
before the return of the mourners to Shoul- 
thwaite. They had not been long seated over 
their pots when the premature arrival of John 
Jackson and some of the other dalesmen who 
had been ' sett ' on the way to Gosforth led to 
an explanation of the disaster that had occurred 
on the pass. The coDsternation of the fre- 
quenters of the Eed Lion, as of the citizens of 
Wythburn generally, was as great as their 
surprise. Nothing so terrible had happened 

u 2 
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within their experience. They had the old 
Cumbrian horror of an accident to the dead. 
No prospect was dearer to their hope than that 
of a happy death, and no reflection was more 
comforting than that one day they would have 
a suitable burial. Neither of these had Angus 
had. A violent end, and no grave at all ; 
nothing but this wild ride across the fells that 
might last for days or months. There was 
surely something of Fate in it. 

The dalesmen gathered about the fire at 
the Bed Lion with the silence that comes of 
awe. 

* A sad hap, this/ said Reuben Thwaite, 
lifting both hands. 

* I reckon we must all turn out at the edge 
of the dawn to-morrow, and see what we can 
do to find oW Betsy,' said Mr. Jackson. 

Matthew .Branthwaite's sagest saws had 
failed him. Such a contingency as this had 
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never been foreseen by that dispenser of pro- 
verbs. It had hfted him out of himself. 
Matthew's sturdy individualism might have 
taken the form of liberalism, or perhaps mate- 
rialism, if it had appeared two centuries later ; 
but in the period in which his years were cast, 
the art of keeping close to the ground had not 
been fully learned. Matthew was filled with a 
sentiment which he neither knew nor attempted 
to define. At least he was sure that the mare 
was not to be caught. It was to be a dispensa- 
tion somehow and someway that the horse 
should gallop over the hills with its dead 
burden to its back fi:om year's end to year's 
end. When Mr. Jackson suggested that they 
should start out in search of it, Matthew said : 

'Nay, John, nowt of the sort- Ye may 
gang ower the fell, but yell git na Betsy. It's 
as I telt thee ; it's a Fate. It'll be a tale for 
iv'ry mother to flyte childer with.' 
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* The wind did come with a great bouze/ 
said John. * It must have been the helm-wind, 
for sure ; yet I cannot mind that I saw the 
helm-bar. Never in my born days did I see a 
horse go off with such a burr.' 

' And you could not catch hold on it, any 
of you, ey ? ' asked one of the company with a 
shadow of a sneer. 

' Shaf ! dost thoo think yon fell's like a 
blind lonnin ? ' said Matthew. 

' Nay, but it's a bent place,' continued Mr. 
Jackson. "^ How it dizzied and dozzled, too ! 
And what a fratch yon was ! My word ! but 
Ealph did ding them over, both of them ! ' 

'He favours his father, does Ealph,' said 
Matthew. 

*Ey, he's his father's awn git,' chimed 
Eeuben. * But that Joe Garth is a merry- 
begot, I'll swear.' 

' Shaf ! he hesn't a bit of nater intil him, 
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nowther back nor end. He's nowt but riff- 
raff,' said Matthew. Ealph Bay's peril and 
escape were incidents too unimportant to break 
the spell of the accident to the body of his 
father. 

Eobbie Anderson turned in late in the 
evening. 

' Here's a sorry home coming,' he said as 
he entered. 

It was easy to see that Bobbie was pro- 
foundly agitated. His eyes were aflame ; he 
rose and sat, walked a pace or two and stood, 
passed his fingers repeatedly through his short 
curly beard, slapped his knee, and called again 
and again for ale. When he spoke of the 
accident on the fell, he laughed with a wild 
effort at a forced and unnatural gaiety. 

' It's all along of my being dintless, so it is,' 
he muttered, after little Eeuben Thwaite had 
repeated for some fresh batch of inquirers the 
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storj^ SO often told, of how the marc took to 
flight, and of how Ealph leaped on to the 
young horse in pursuit of it* 

' AH along of you, Eobbie — how's that, 
man ? ' 

'If rd chained the young horse at the 
bottom of the hill there would have been no 
mare to run away, none.' 

' It's like that were thy orders, then, 
Eobbie ? ' 

' It were that, damn me, it were — the 
schoolmaster there, he knows it.' 

* Ealph told him to do it ; I heard him 
myself,' said Monsey, from his place in the 
chimney nook, where he sat bereft of his 
sportive spirit, yet quite oblivious of the im- 
portant part which his own loquacity had un- 
wittingly played in the direful tragedy. 

' But never botlier now. Bring me more 
ale, mistress : quick now, my lass,' 
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Eobbie had risen once more, and was 
tramping across the floor in his excitement. 

' What's come over Eobbie ? ' whispered 
Eeuben to Matthew. ' What fettle's he in — 
doldrums, I reckon.' 

* Tak na note on him. Eobbie's going off 
agen I'm afeart. He's broken loose. This awe- 
some thing is like to turn the lad's , heed, for 
he'd the say ower it all.' 

' Come, lass, quick with the ale.' 

* Ye've had eneuf, Eobbie,' said the hostess. 
' Go thy ways home. Thou findst the beer 
very heady, lad. Thou shalt have more in the 
morning.' 

' To- night, lass — I must have some to-night, 
that I must.' 

' Eobbie is going off agen, surely,' whis- 
pered Eeuben. ' It's a sorry sight when yon 
lad taks to the drink. He'll be deed drunk 
soon.' 
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' Say nowt to him,' answered Matthew. 
' He's fair daft to-neet.' 

The evening was far advanced when the 
dalesmen rose to go. 

* Our work's cut out for us in the morning, 
men/ said John Jackson. 'Let's off to our 
beds.' 
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CHAPTEE XIV. 

UNTIL THE DAY BREAK. 
' Until the day break, and the shadows flee away/ 

It was not at first that Ealph was a prey to 
sentiments of horror. His physical energy 
dominated all emotion, and left no room for 
terrible imaginings — no room for a full realisa- 
tion of what had occurred. That which 
appeared to paralyse the others — that which by 
its ghastly reality appeared to fix them to the 
earth with the rigidity of stone — endowed him 
with a power that seemed all but superhuman, 
and inspired him with an impulse that lea])t to 
its fulfilment. 
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Mounted on the young horse, he galloped 
after the mare along the long range of the 
pikes, in and out of their deep cavernous 
alcoves, up and down their hillocks and hol- 
lows, over^boulders, over streams, across ghylls, 
through sinking sloughs, and with a drizzling 
rain overhead. At one moment he caught 
sight of the mare and her burden as they passed 
swiftly over a protruding headland which was 
capped from his point of view by nothing but 
the mist and the sky. Then he followed on the 
harder ; but faster than his horse could gallop 
over the pathless mountains galloped the horse 
of which he was in pursuit. He could see the 
mare no more. Yet he rode on and on. 

When he reac^hed the extremity of the dark 
range and stood at that point where Great 
Howe fringes downward to the plain, he turned 
about and rode back on the opposite side of the 
pikes. Once more he rode in and out of 
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cavernous alcoves, up and down hillocks and 
hollows, over boulders, over streams, across 
rivers, through sinking sloughs, and still with 
a drizzling rain overhead. The mare was no- 
where to be seen. 

Then he rode on to where the three ranges 
of mountains meet at Angle Tarn, and taking 
first the range nearest the pikes he rode under 
the Bow Fell, past the Crinkle Crags to the 
Three- Shire Stones at the foot of Greyfriars, 
where the mountains slope downward to the 
Duddon valley. Still the mare was nowhere to 
be seen. 

Eetuming then to the Angle Tarn, he 
followed the only remaining range past the Pike 

of Stickle until he looked into the black depths 

* 

of the Dungeon Ghyll. And still the mare was 
nowhere to be seen. Fear was behind her, and 
only by fear could she be overtaken. It was 
at about two o'clock in the afternoon that the 
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disaster had occurred. It was now fully three 
hours later, and the horse Ealph rode, fatigued 
and well-nigh spent, was slipping its feet in the 
gathering darkness. He turned its head towards 
Wythburn, and rode down to the city by Har- 
rop Tarn. 

At the first house — it was Luke Cockrigg's, 
and it stood on the bank above the bum — ^he 
left the horse, and borrowed a lantern. The 
family would have dissuaded him from an 
attempt to return to the fells, but he was 
resolved. There was no reasoning against the 
resolution pictured on his rigid and cadaverous 
countenance. 

The drizzling rain still fell and the night had 
closed in when Ealph set his face afresh towards 
the mountains. 

And now the sickening horrors of sentiment 
overtook him, for now he had time to reflect 
upon what had occurred. The figure of the 
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riderless horse flying with its dead burden 
before the wind had fixed itself on his imagi- 
nation ; and while the darkness was concealing 
the physical surroundings, it was revealing the 
phantasm in the glimmering outlines of every 
rock and tree. Look where he would, peering 
long and deep into the blackness of a night 
without moon or stars, without cloud or sky, 
with only a blank density around and about, 
Ealph seemed to see in fitful flashes that came 
and went — now on the right and now on the 
left of him, now in front and now behind, now 
on the earth at his feet and now in the dumb 
vapour floating above him — the spectre of that 
riderless horse. Sometimes he would stop and 
listen, thinking he heard a horse canter close 
past him ; but no, it was the noise of a hidden 
river as its waters leapt over the stones. Some- 
times he thought he heard the neigh of a horse 
in the distance ; but no, it was only the whinny 
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of the wind. His dog had followed close behind 
him when he fled from the pass, and it was still 
at his heels. Sometimes Laddie would dart 
away and be lost for a few minutes in the dark- 
ness. Then the dog's muffled bark would be 
heard, and Ealph's blood would seem to stand 
still with a dread apprehension that dared not 
to take the name of hope. No ; it was only a 
sheep that had strayed from its fold, and had 
taken shelter from wind and rain beneath a 
stone in a narrow cleft, and was now sending 
up into the night the pitiful cry of a lost and 
desolate creature. 

No, no, no ; nowhere would the hills give 
up the object of his search ; and Ealph walked 
on and on with a heart that sank and still 
sank. 

He knew these trackless uplands as few 
knew them, and not even the abstraction of 
mind that came with these solitary hours caused 
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him an uncertain step. On and on, through 
the long dark night, to the Stye Head once 
more, and again along the range of the rugged 
pikes, calling the mare by the hal Particulate 
cry she knew so well, and listening for her 
answering neigh, but hearing only the surging 
of the wind or the rumble of the falling ghyll ; 
then on and on, and still on. 

When the earliest gleams of light flecked 
the east, Ealph was standing at the head of the 
Screes. Slowly the grey bars stretched across 
the sky, wider and more wide, brighter and 
•more bright, now changed to yellow and now 
to pink, chasing the black walls of darkness 
that died away on every side. In the basin 
below, at the foot of the steep Screes, whose 
sides rumbled with rolling stones, lay the black 
mere, half veiled by the morning mist. Still 
veiled, too, were the dales of I^eton, but far 
away, across the undulating plains through 
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which the river rambled, flowed the wide 
Western Sea, touched at ita utmost bar by the 
silvery light of the now risen sun. 

Ealph turned about and walked back, with 
the flush of the sky reflected on his pale and 
stony face. His lantern, not yet extinguished, 
burned small and feeble in his hand. Another 
night was breaking to another day; another 
and another would yet break, and all the deso- 
lation of a heart, the ruin of many hearts — 
what was it before Nature's unswerving and 
unalterable course ! The phantasms of a night 
that had answered to his hallucinations were 
as nothing to the realities of a morning whose 
cruel light showed him only more plainly the 
blackness of his despair. 

The sentiments of horror which now pos- 
sessed him were more terrible because more 
spiritual than before. To know no sepulture ! 
The idea was horrible in itself ; horrible in its 
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association with an old Hebrew curse more re- 
morseless than the curse of Cain, most horrible 
of all because to Ealph's heightened imagina- 
tion it seemed to be a symbol — ^a symbol of 
retribution past and to come. 

Yes, it was as he had thought, as he had 
half thought ; God's hand was on him — on him 
of all others, and on others only through him. 
Having once conceived this idea in its grim 
totality, having once fully received the impress 
of it from the violence and suddenness of a 
ghastly occurrence, Ealph seemed to watch 
with complete self-consciousness the action of 
the morbid fancy on his mind. He traced it 
back to the moment when the truth (or what 
seemed to him the truth) touching the murder 
of Wilson had been flashed upon pim by a look 
from Simeon Stagg. He traced it yet farther 
back to that night at Dunbar, when, at the 
prompting of what he mistook for mercy, 

X 2 
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he had saved the life of the enemy that was ta 
wreck his own life and the lives of all that were 
near and dear to him. To his tortured soul 
guilt seemed everywhere about him, whether 
his own guilt or the guilt of others, was still 
the same ; and now God had given this dread 
disaster for a sign that vengeance was His, that 
retribution had come and would come. 

Was it the dream of an overpowered imagi- 
nation — the nightmare of a distempered fancy ? 
Yet it would not be shaken off. It had bathed 
the whole world in another light — a lurid light. 

Ealph walked fast over the fells, snatching 
at sprigs of heather, plucking the slim boughs 
from the bushes, pausing sometimes to look 
long at a stone, or a river, or a path that last 
night appeared to be as familiar to him as the 
palm of his hand, and had suddenly become 
strange and a mystery. The shadow of a super- 
natural presence hung over all. 
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Throughout that day he walked about the 
fells, looking for the riderless horse, and calling 
to it, but neither expecting to see nor to hear 
it. He saw once and again the people of 
Wythbiu*n abroad on the errand that kept him 
abroad, but they never came within hail, and 
a stifling sense of shame kept him apart, none 
the less that he knew not wherefore such 
shame should fall on him, all the same that 
they knew not that it had fallen. 

The day would come when all men would 
see that God's hand was on him. 

Yes. Ealph ; but when that day does indeed 
come, then all men shall also see that whom 
God's hand rests on has God at his right hand. 

When the darkness was closing in upon a 
second night, Ealph was descending High Seat 
towards Shoulth waite Moss. Behind him lagged 
the jaded dog, walking a few paces with droop- 
ing head and tail ; then lying for a minute, 
and rising to walk languidly again. 
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CHAPTER XV. 



Ralph's sacrifice. 



When he reached the old house, Ealph was 
prepared for the results of any further disaster, 
for disaster had few further results for which 
it was needful to prepare. A light burned in 
the kitxihen, and another in that room above it 
where lately his father had lain. When Ralph 
entered, Willy Ray was seated before the fire, 
his hand in the hand of Rotha, who sat by his 
side. On every feature of his pallid face were 
traces of suffering. 

' What of mother ? ' said Ralph huskily, his 
eyes traversing the kitchen. 

Willy rose and put his hand en Ralph's 
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shoulder. ' We will go together,' he said, and 
they walked towards the stair that led to the 
floor above. 

There she lay, the mother of these stricken 
sons, unconscious of their sufferings, uncon- 
scious of her own. Yet she lived. Since the 
terrible intelligence had reached her of what 
had happened on the pass she had remained 
in this state of insensibihty, being stricken into 
such torpidity by the shock of the occurrence. 
Willy's tears fell fast as be stood by the bed, 
and his anguish was subdued thereby to a 
quieter mood. Ealph's sufferings were not so 
easily fathomable. He stooped and kissed the 
unconscious face without relaxing a muscle in 
the settled fixity of his own face. Leaving 
his brother in the room, he returned to the 
kitchen. How strange the old place looked to 
him now ! Had everything grown strange ? 
There were the tall clock in the comer, the big 
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black worm-eaten oak cabinet, half-cupboardi, 
half-drawers ; there was the long table like a 
rock of granite ; there was the spinning-wheel 
in the neuk window, and there were the whips 
and the horns on the rafters overhead — yet 
how unfamiliar it all seemed to be. 

Eotha was hastily preparing supper for him. 
He sat on the settle that was drawn up before 
the fire, and threw off his heavy and sodden 
shoes. His clothes, which had been saturated 
by the rain of the preceding night, had dried 
upon his back. He was hungry ; he had not 
eaten since yesterday at midday ; and when 
food was put upon the table he ate with the 
voracious appetite that so often follows upon 
a long period of mental distress. 

As he sat at his supper, his eyes followed 
constantly the movements of the girl, who was 
busied about him in the duties of the house- 
hold. It were not easy to say with what 
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passion or sentiment his heart was struggling 
with respect to her. He saw her as a hope 
gone from him, a joy not to be grasped, a 
possible ftilfilment of that part of his nature 
which was never to be fulfilled. And she? 
Was she conscious of any sentiment peculiar 
to herself respecting this brave rude man, 
whose heart was tender enough to be drawn 
towards her and yet strong enough to be held 
apart at the awful bidding of an iron fate? 
Perhaps not. She in turn felt drawn towards 
him ; she knew the force of a feeling that made 
him a centre of her thoughts, a point round 
which her deeper emotions insensibly radiated. 
But this was associated in her mind with no 
idea of love. If affection touched her at all, 
perhaps at this moment it went out where 
her pity — rather, her pride — first found play. 
Perhaps Ealph seemed too high above her 
to inspire her love. His brother's weaker. 
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more womanly nature came closer within her 
range. 

There was now a long silence between 
them. 

' Rotha,' said Ealph at length, ' this will be 
my kst night at the Moss ; the last for a long 
time, at least — I didn't expact to be here to- 
night. Can you promise one thing, my girl ? 
It won't be hard for you now— not very hard 
now! He paused. 

' What is it, Ealph ? ' said Rotha, in a voice 
of apprehension. 

' Only that you won't leave the old house 
while my mother lives.' 

Eotha dropped her head. She thought of 
the lonely cottage at Fornside, and of him who 
should live there. Ralph divined the thought 
that was written in her face. 

' Get him to come here if you can,' he said. 
' He could help Willy with the farm.' 
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' He would not come,' she said. ' Tm 
afraid he would not.' 

' Then neither will he return to Fornside. 
Promise me that while she lives — it can't be 
long, Eotha, it may be but too short — promise 
me that you'll make this house your home.' 

' My first duty is to him,' said Eotha witli 
her hand to her eyes. 

' True — that's true.' said Ealph ; and the 
sense that two homes were made desolate 
silenced him with something that stole upon 
him like stifling shame. There was only one 
way out of the difBculty, and that was to make 
two homes one. If she loved his brother as he 
knew that his brother loved her, then — 

' Eotha,' said Ealph, with a perceptible 
tremulousness of voice, ' I will ask you another 
cjuestion, and, perhaps — who knows rightly? — 
perhaps it is harder for* me to ask than for you 
to answer ; but you will answer me — will you 
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not? — for I ask you solemnly and with the 
light of heaven on my words — on the most 
earnest words, I think, that ever came out of 
my heart.' 

He paused again. Eotha sat on the end of 
the settle, and with fingers intertwined, with 
eyelids quivering and lips trembling, she gazed 
in silence into the fire. 

' This is no time for idle vanities,' he said ; 
' it's no time to indulge unreal modesties ; and 
you have none of either if it were. God has 
laid His hand on us all, Eotha ; yes, and our 
hearts are open without disguise before Him — 
and before each other, too, I think.' 

' Yes,' said Eotha. She scarcely knew 
what to say, or whither Ealph's words tended. 
She only knew that he was speaking as she had 
never heard him speak before. ' Yes, Ealph,' 
she repeated. 

' Perhaps, as I say, it's harder for me to ask 
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than for you to answer, Eotha,' he continued, 
and the strong man looked into the girl's eyes 
with a world of tenderness. ^Do you think 
you have any feeUng for Willy — that is, more 
than the common ? I saw how you sat together 
as I came in to you. I've marked you before, 
when he has been by. I've marked him, too. 
You've been strength and solace to him in this 
trouble. Do you think if he loved you, Eotha 
— do you think, then, you could love him? 
Wait,' he added, as she raised her eyes, and 
with parted lips seemed prepared to speak. ' It 
is not for him I ask. God knows it is as much 
for you as for him, and perhaps — ^perhaps, I 
say, most of all — for myself.' 

With a frank voice and face, with luminous 
eyes in which there was neither fear nor shame, 
Eotha answered : 

' Yes, I could love him ; I think \ do so 
now.' 
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She spoke to Ealph as she might have spoken 
to a father whom she reverenced, and from 
whom no secret of her soul should be hid. He 
heard her in silence. Not until now, not until 
he had heard her last word, had he realised 
what it would cost him to hear it. The agony 
of a lifetime seemed crushed into that short 
moment. But he had made it for himself, and 
now at length it was over. To yield her up — 
perhaps it was a link in the chain of retribution. 
To say nothing of his own love — perhaps it 
would be accepted as a dumb atonement. To 
see her win the love and be won by the love of 
his brother — perhaps it would soften his exile 
with thoughts of recompense for a wrong that 
it had been his fate to do to her and hers, 
though she knew it not. There was something 
like the white heat of subdued passion in his 
voice when he spoke again. 

' He does love you, Eotha,' he said quietly, 
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* and he will ask you to be his wife. But he 
cannot do so yet, and, meantime, while my 
mother lives — ^hile I am gone — God knows 
where — ^while I am away from the old home — 
I ask you now once more to stay/ 

The great clock in the comer ticked out loud 
in the silence of the next minute ; only that 
and the slow breathing of the dog sleeping on 
the hearth fell on the ear. 

'Yes, I will stay,' said the girl; and 
while she spoke Willy Eay walked into the 
kitchen. 

Then they talked together long and earnestly, 
these three, under the shadow of the terrible 
mystery that hung above them all, of life and 
death. Ealph spoke as one overawed by a 
sense of fatality. The world and its vicissitudes 
had left behind engraven on his heart a message 
and lesson, and it was not altogether a hopeful 
one. He saw that fate hung by a thread ; that 
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OMV lives are turned on the pivot of some mere 
chance ; that, traced back to their source, all 
our joys and all our sorrows appear to come of 
some accident no more momentous than a word 
or a look. In solemn tones he seemed to say 
that there is a plague-spot of evil at the core 
of this world and this life, and that it infects 
everything. We may do our best — we should 
do our best — but we are not therefore to expect 
reward. Perhaps that reward will come to us 
while we live. More likely it will be the crown 
laid on our grave. Happy are we if our loves 
find fulfilment — if no curse rests upon them. 
Should we hope on ? He hardly knew. Des- 
tiny works her own way ! 

Thus they talked in that solitaiy house 
among the mountains. They sat far into the 
night, these rude sons and this daughter of the 
hills, groping in their own uncertain unlearned 
way after solutions of life's problems that wiser 
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heads than theirs ages on ages before and smce 
have never compassed — shouting for echoes 
into the voiceless caverns of the world's great 
and awful mysteries. 
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CHAPTEE XVI. 

AT SUNRISE ON THE RAISE. 

' The friends thou hast, and their adoption tried, 
Grapple them to thy S3ul with hooks of steel.' 

At sunrise the following morning, two men 
walked through Wythburn towards the hillock 
known as the Raise, down the long road that 
led to the south. The younger man had 
attained to the maturity of full manhood. 
Brawny and stalwart, with limbs that strode 
.firmly over the ground ; with an air of quiet 
and reposeful power ; with a steadily-poised 
head ; with a full bass voice — soft, yet deep ; 
with a face that had for its. utmost beauty the 
beauty of virile strength and resolution, 
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softened, perhaps, into tenderness of expression 
by washing in the waters of sorrow — such, 
now, was Ralph Ray. Over a jerkin he wore 
the long sack coat, belted and buckled, of the 
dalesmen of his country. Beneath a close- 
fitting goatskin cap his short, wavy hair lay 
thick and black. A pack was strapped about 
him from shoulder to waist. He carried the 
long staff of a mountaineer. 

Were there in the wide world of varying 
forms and faces a form and a face so much 
unlike his own as were those of the man who 
walked, nay, jerked along, in short, fitful 
paces, by his side? Little and slight, with 
long thin grey hair and dishevelled beard, with 
the startled eyes of a frighted fawn, and with 
its short, fearful glances, with a sharp face, 
worn into deep ridges that changed their shape 
with every step and every word, with nervous, 
twitching fingers, with a shrill voice and quick 

r2 
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speech — ^it was Simeon Stagg, the outcast, the 
castaway. 

These two were to part company soon. 
Not more devoted to its master was the dog 
that ran about them than was Sim to Balph. 
He was now to lose the only friend who had 
the will and the strength to shield him against 
the cruel world that was all the world to him. 

They were walking along the pack-horse 
road on the breast of the fell, and they walked 
long in silence. Each was busy with his 
thoughts — the one too weak, the other too 
strong, to give them utterance. 

' There,' said Kalph as they reached the top 
of the Eaise, ' we must part now, old friend.' 
He tried to give a cheery tone to his voice. 
• You'll go on to the- fell every day and look 
around — an idle task, I fear, but still you'll go, 
as T would have gone if I might have stayed 
in the old country.' 
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Sim nodded assent. 

' And now you'll go back to the Moss, as I 
told you. Eotha will want you there, and 
Willy too. You'll fill my place till I return, 
you know.' 

Sim shook his head. 

' I'd be nothing but an ache and a stound 
to the lass, as I've olas been — nothing but an 
ache and a stound to them all.' 

' No, nut that, a comfort, if only you will 
try to have it so. Be a man, Sim — look men 
in the face — things will mend with you now. 
Go back and live with them at the old home ; 
they'll want you there.' 

• ' Since you will not let me come with you, 
Ealph, tell me when will you come back ? — 
I'm afeart — ^I don't know why — but some'at 
tells me you'll not come back — tell me, Ralph, 
that you wilV 

' These troublous times will soon be past,' 
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said Ralph. * There'll be a great reckoning day 
soon, I fear. Then well meet again — nevei 
doubt it. And now, good-bye — good-bye once 
more, old friend, and God be with you !' 

Ealph turned about, and walked a few paces 
southward. The dog followed him. 

' Go back. Laddie,' said Ealph. Laddie 
stood and looked into his face with something 
of the supplicatory appeal that was on the 
countenance of the man he had just left. The 
faithful creature had followed Ealph through- 
out life ; he had been to his master a companion 
more constant than his shadow ; he had never 
before been driven away. 

' Go back. Laddie,' said Ealph again, and 
not without a tremor in his deep voice. The 
dog dropped his head and slunk towards Sim. 

Then Ealph walked on. 

The sun had risen over Lauvellen, and the 
white wings of a fair morning lay on the hamlet 
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in the vale below. Sim stood long on the 
Eaise, straining dim eyes into the south, where 
the diminishing figure of his friend was passing 
out of his ken. 

It was gone at length ; the encirchng hills 
had hidden it. Then the unfriended outcast 
turned slowly away. 



328 THE SHADOW OF A CRIME. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

THE GARTHS: MOTHER AND SON. 

The smoke was rising lazily in blue coils 
from many a chimney as Sim turned his back 
on the Eaise and retraced his isteps to Wyth- 
burn. 

In the cottage by the smithy — they stood to- 
gether near the bridge — the fire had been newly 
kindled. Beneath a huge kettle, swung from an 
unseen iron hook, the boughs crackled and 
puffed and gave out the odour of green wood. 

Bared up to the armpits and down to the 
breast, the blacksmith was washing himself in a 
bowl of water placed on a chair. His mother 
sat on a low stool with a pair of iron tongs in 
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her hands, feeding the fire from a bundle of 
gorse that lay at one side of the hearth. She 
was a big, brawny, elderly woman with large 
bony hands, and a face that had hard and heavy 
features, which were dotted here and there with 
discoloured warts. Her dress was slatternly and 
somewhat dirty. A soiled linen cap covered 
a mop of streaky hair, mouse-coloured and un- 
kempt. 

' He's backset and foreset,' she said in a low 
tone. ' Ey, ey, he's made a sad mull on't.' 

Mrs. Garth purred to herself as she lifted 
another pile of gorse on to the crackling fire. 

Joe answered with a grating laugh, and then 
with a burr he appUed a towel to his face. 

* Nay, nay, mother. He has a gay bit of 
gumption in him, has Eay. It'll be no kitten 
play to catch hold on him, and they know that, 
they do.' 

The emphasis was accompanied by a lowered 
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tone, and a sidelong motion of the head towards 
a doorway that led out of the kitchen. 

* Kitten play or cat play, it's dicky with him ; 
nought so sure, Joey,' said Mrs. Garth, and her 
cold eyes sparkled as she purred again with 
satisfaction. 

* That's what you're always saying,' said Joe 
testily ; * but it never comes to anything and 
never will.' 

*Weel, weel, there's nought so queer as 
folk,' mumbled Mrs. Garth. 

Joe seemed to understand his mother's im- 
plication. 

' I'm moider'd to death,' he said, ' what with 
yourself and them. I'm right glad they're going 
oflf this morning, that's the truth.' 

This declaration of Mr. Garth's veracity was 
not conducive to amiability. He looked as 
black as his sanguine complexion would allow. 

Mrs. Garth glanced up at him. 'Why, 
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laddie, what ails thee ? Thou'rt as crook't as a 
tiphorn this morning,' she said, in a tone that 
was meant to coax her son out of a cantankerous 
temper. 

' Tm like to be,' grumbled Mr. Garth. 

* Why, laddie ? ' asked his mother, purring 
now in other fashion. 

* Why ? ' said Joe. ' Why ? — because 1 can 
never sleep at night now, no, nor work in the 
day neither — ^that's why.^ 

* Hush ! ' said Mrs. Garth, turning a quick 
eye towards the aforementioned door. Then 
quietly resuming her attentions to the gorse, 
she added, in another tone, * That's nowther 
nowt nor summat, lad.' 

' It'll take a thicker skin nor mine, mother, 
to hold out much longer,' said Joe huskily, but 
struggling to speak beneath his breath. 

* Yer skin's as thin as a cat lug,' said Mrs. 
Garth, in a bitter whisper. 
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^IVe told you I cannot hold out much 
longer,' said Joe, * and I cannot." 

' Hod thy tongue, then/ growled Mrs. Garth 
over the kettle. 

There was a minute's silence between 
them. 

The blacksmith donned his upper garments. 
His mother listened for the simmer and bubble 
of the water on the fire. 

' How far did ye bargain to tak them ? ' 

'To Gaskarth — the little lame fellow will 
make for the Carlisle coach once they're 
there? ' 

* When wast t' horse and car to be ready ? ' 

* Nine o'clock forenoon.' 

' Then it's full time they were gitten roused.' 

Mrs. Garth rose from the stool, hobbled to 

the door which had been previously indicated 

by sundry nods and jerks, and gave it two or 

three &harp raps. 
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A voice from within answered sleepily, 

' Eight — right as a trivet, old lady,' and 
yawned. 

Mrs. Garth put her head close to the door 
jamb. 

' Ye'd best be putten the better leg afore, 
gentlemen,' she said with becoming amiability ; 
' yer breakfast is nigh about ready, gentlemen.' 

' The better leg, David, eh ? Ha ! ha ! ha! ' 
came from another muffled voice within. 

Mr9. Garth turned about oblivious of her 
own conceit. In a voice and manner that had 
undergone a complete and sudden change, she 
whispered to Joe, 

' Thou'rt a great bledderen fool.' 

The blacksmith had been wrapped in his 
thoughts. His reply was startlingly irrele- 
vant. 

* Fool or none, I'll not do it,' said Joe, em- 
phatically. 
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' Do what ? ' asked his mother, in a tone of 
genuine inquiry. 

' What I told you/ 

' Tut, what's it to thee ? ' 

' Ay, but it is something to me, say 1/ 

' Tush, thou'rt yan of the wise asses.' 

' If these constables,' lurching his head, ' if 
they come back, as they say, to take Balph, I'll 
have no hand in't.' 

' And why did ye help them this turn ? ' 
said Mfs. Garth, with an elevation of her heavy 
eyebrows. 

' Because I knew nowt of what they were 
after. If I'd but known that it were for — 
for — Mm ' 

' Hod thy tongue. Thou wad mak a priest 
sweer,' said Mrs. Garth. The words rolled 
within her teeth. 

' / heard what they said of the warrant, 
mother,' said Joe ; * it were the same warrant. 
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I reckon, as old Mattha's always preaching 
aboot, and it's missing, and it seems to me that 
they want to make out as Eay — as Ealph -' 

' Wilt ye w^v^r hod yer bletheren tongue ? ' 
said Mrs. Garth, in a husky whisper. Then in 
a mollified temper she added — 

' An what an they do, laddie ; what an they 
do ? Did ye not hear yersel that it were yan 
o' the Eays — ^yan o' them — and what's the odds 
which — what's the odds, I say — father and son, 
they were both of a swatch.' 

At this moment there came from the inner 
room some slight noise of motion, and the old 
woman lifted her finger to her lip. 

* And who knows it were not yan on 'em — 
who?' added Mrs. Garth, after a moment's 
silence. 

' Nay, mother,' said Joe, and his gruff voice 
was husky in his throat. * Nay, mother, but 
there is them that knows.' 
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The woman gave a short forced titter. 

' Ye wad mak a swine laugh, ye wad/ she 
said. 

Then, coming closer to where her son now 
stood with a * lash ' comb in his hand before a 
scratched and faded mirror, she said under her 
breath : 

* There'll be no rest for him till summat's 
done, none ; tak my word for that. But yance 
they hang some riff-raflf for him it will soon be 
forgotten. Then all will be as dead as hissel' , 
back and end. What's it to thee, man, who 
they tak for't? Nowt. Theer's nea seV like 
awn seV^ Joey.^ 

Mrs. Garth emphasised her sentiment with 
a gentle prod of her son's breast. 

* That's what you told me long ago,' said the 
blacksmith, ' when you set me to work to help 
hang the tailor. I cannot bear the sight of 
him, I cannot.' 
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Mrs. Garth took her son roughly by the 
shoulder. 

' Ye'd best git oif and see to t' horse and car. 
Stand blubbering here and ye'U gang na farther 
in two days nor yan,' 

There was a step on the road in front. 

' Who's that gone by ? ' asked Mrs. Garth. 

Joe stepped to the window. 

' Little Sim,' he said, and dropped his head. 
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